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Foreword 


This  book  came  about  more  or  less  by  accident. 
In  the  spring  of  1942,  while  lunching  one  day  with 
George  Grain  in  Ghicago,  I  began  telling  him  about 
a  book  I  wanted  to  write  on  a  certain  period  of 
American  business  history,  as  seen  from  an  adver- 
tising man's  point  of  view. 

I  was  on  my  way  west,  to  my  ranch  in  New  Mex- 
ico; and  George  urged  me  to  get  at  this  writing 
there,  doing  it  first  in  weekly  installments  for  Ad- 
vertising Age,  Well  knowing  the  power  of  closing 
dates  as  a  taskmaster,  I  thought  this  a  good  idea. 

A  few  weeks  later  I  began  a  routine  of  making 
daily  notes  for  such  a  book,  but  found  myself  handi- 
capped by  the  lack  of  historical  reference  material. 
As  a  result,  these  daily  notes  began  to  take  on,  more 
and  more,  a  current  flavor;  and  this  led  eventually 
to  the  idea  of  the  Diary  as  a  way  to  appease 
George's  importunities  for  the  promised  material. 

The  Diary  ran  in  Advertising  Age  anonymously 
because  I  felt  that  would  give  me  more  freedom  of 
expression,  and  involve  me  in  less  labor  over  con- 
troversial subjects.  Also,  because  I  had  a  sly  notion 
that  this  would  get  it  more  word-of -mouth  advertis- 
ing from  the  curious  —  as  it  did. 
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But  some  friends  saw  through  this  anonymity 
from  the  start,  in  spite  of  occasional  entries  deHber- 
ately  designed  to  cover  my  trail,  by  placing  inci- 
dents in  times  and  places  other  than  those  where 
they  happened. 

So-much  of  the  material  has  seemed  to  me  to  be 
of  a  topical  and  ephemeral  nature  that  I  have  been 
surprised  at  the  demand  for  a  book  to  be  made  of 
it.  But  some  of  you  asked  for  it,  so  here  it  is,  with 
my  appreciation  for  yours.  I  have  had  a  lot  of  fun 
doing  it,  wholly  because  it  discovered  for  me  so 
many  people  sympathetic  to  some  of  my  own  ideas 
about  this  activity  we  call  advertising.  And  because 
it  has  seemed  to  demonstrate  again  my  particular 
belief  that  words  gain  wings  in  proportion  as  they 
are  allowed  to  express  a  personality. 

My  special  thanks  are  due  to  my  friend  Paul 
Berdanier,  who  designed  the  format  and  typography 
for  this  book.  Incidentally,  it  was  he  who  thought 
the  title  page  should  carry  my  ranch  brand,  Bar 
Nuthin'. 

J.  W.  Y. 
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June,  1942 


Monday .  .  .  June  1 

Talked  with  a  New  Deal  newspaper  man,  now 
high  up  in  the  councils  of  the  Coordinator  of  Infor- 
mation. Asked  him  why  they  had  not  made  more  use 
of  advertising  men.  He  said  he  had  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  some  of  them  could  be  "converted"  to 
the  New  Deal  and  thus  made  useful.  Have  long 
suspected  that  this  was  an  attitude  of  many  of  the 
more  rabid  brethren  in  Washington,  but  never  met 
one  brazen  enough  to  say  it  before.  Close  to  treason. 

Tuesday  ,  .  .  June  2 

Spent  the  evening  reading  the  latest  issue  of  the 
quarterly  Print,  Both  mechanically  and  editori- 
ally this  is  the  best  job  that  has  ever  been  done  in 
the  graphic  arts  field.  Any  man  whose  early  dreams 
were  compounded  of  Caslon  Old  Style  and  printer's 
ink  will  give  it  a  permanent  place  on  his  shelves. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  3 

Developed  a  new  headline  for  one  of  my  mail 
order  accounts,  which  ought  to  be  a  whiz.  But  will 
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it?  The  key  sheets  will  tell.  Funny  how  much  harder 
one  works  on  a  headline  when  it  has  this  kind  of 
check.  But  I  have  seen  a  change  of  just  one  phrase 
in  a  headline  change  results  as  much  as  50%. 

Thursday  .  .  .  June  4 

Asked  a  wise  old  Catholic  priest  friend  of  mine 
how  anybody  could  believe  in  the  doctrine  of  the 
Trinity.  His  answer:  "By  preaching  it."  Guess  that's 
how  ad  men  come  to  beheve  in  tlie  products  they 
sell.  Might  be  something  for  my  New  Deal  friend, 
above,  to  consider.  Always  thought  the  only  differ- 
ence between  ad  men  and  preachers  was  a  sense  of 
direction.  In  fact,  once  discovered  in  a  theological 
school  a  course  called  'liomiletics"  which  deals  with 
the  same  techniques  of  persuasion  which  ad  men 
use. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  5 

Visited  a  bigger  and  better  Super  Market,  which 
has  just  been  opened  on  the  outskirts.  Wonderful 
layout,  including  a  Beauty  Shoppe,  Lending  Li- 
brary, and  Post  OflBce  Station.  Big  parking  lot,  with 
six  cars  on  it,  but  more  people  than  that  inside. 
Good  observation  post  to  see  how  people  buy  food. 
Some  reach  straight  and  quick  for  the  brand  they 
want.  Others  look  them  all  over  and  compare  prices. 
This  varies  with  types  of  products.  But,  Lord,  what 
an  exhibit  the  whole  place  makes  of  the  high  stand- 
ard of  American  living.  We  don  t  know  our  wealth. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  June  6 

Reread  that  piece  of  MacArthur's  about  the  fall 
of  Corregidor.  Wonderful  copy,  written  with  pas- 
sion, as  good  copy  ought  to  be.  Thank  God  this 
General  seems  to  be  equally  good  with  words  and 
deeds. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  7 

Worked  in  the  garden,  and  thought  about  how 
constant  cultivation  is  needed  to  keep  all  kinds  of 
plants  healthy—  both  horticultural  and  industrial. 

Monday  .  .  .  June  8 

On  the  train  to  Los  Angeles  met  a  southern  Cali- 
fornia manufacturer  of  women's  sports  wear.  He 
buys  textiles  in  the  East,  ships  them  to  the  coast,  cuts 
and  sews  them,  and  ships  many  of  the  garments  back 
east  again.  Asked  him  whether  low  wages  for  coast 
workers  made  this  possible.  He  said.  No,  nothing 
but  the  style  ideas  and  glamor  of  California  turned 
the  trick.  Now,  however,  he  is  producing  practically 
nothing  but  snappy  slacks  and  other  garments  for 
women  defense  workers.  Takes  sports  wear  experi- 
ence to  cut  a  pair  of  pants  which  women  will  wear 
and  can  work  in,  he  claimed. 

Tuesday  .  ,  .  June  9 

Went  to  a  rehearsal  for  a  big  radio  show  in  Holly- 
wood, starring  Norma  Shearer.  Didn't  catch  her 
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name  on  the  introduction,  but  thought  her  chestnut 
hair  so  beautiful  asked  later  who  she  was.  Stared  at 
like  a  man  from  Mars.  Show  business,  the  Brown 
Derby,  and  Crossley  ratings  are  the  whole  of  adver- 
tising to  these  people. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  10 

Coming  back  on  the  train  met  another  Cahfomia 
garment  manufacturer,  who  had  done  a  little  ad- 
vertising in  national  magazines.  Coast  people  com- 
bine a  peculiar  local  pride  with  an  itch  for  na- 
tional recognition.  He  used  an  agency  I  never 
heard  of,  and  complained  that  they  did  nothing 
for  their  commission.  Later  it  developed  that  this 
"agency''  was  really  the  representative  of  a  small 
trade  paper,  and  that  a  cut  rate  in  the  trade  paper 
had  o£Fset  the  magazine  commissions.  Asked  him 
how  he  expected  any  service  from  such  a  setup. 

Thursday  .  .  .  June  11 

Talked  with  a  pubHsher  whose  advertising  vol- 
ume is  down  about  25  per  cent  so  far  this  year, 
with  costs  up.  A  serious  problems  for  him;  but 
reader  response  to  an  increased  subscription  rate 
encourages  him.  Believe  the  economics  of  pub- 
lishing rested  too  much  on  advertising  revenue  in 
the-  past,  and  that  this  forced  shift  to  more  revenue 
from  the  reader  will  make  a  healthier  structure  in 
the  future. 
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Friday  .  .  .  June  12 

Received  from  England  two  copies  of  one  of 
their  oldest  and  best  rural  life  magazines.  Still  car- 
rying a  surprising  amount  of  advertising.  Much  in 
it  about  the  necessity  for  that  country  to  do  more 
to  feed  itself,  including  open  advocacy  of  national- 
ization of  farm  land  as  a  solution.  Surprising  peo- 
ple, the  English.  We  think  of  them  as  ultra  con- 
servative, yet  they  have  already  adopted  many 
"schemes,"  as  they  call  them,  which  would  else- 
where be  called  socialism. 

Saturday  .  .  .  June  13 

At  the  farm,  deciding  whether  to  sell  pigs  now 
or  feed  them  through.  Advertising  operates  to  such 
a  large  extent  within  a  fixed  price  structure  that 
most  of  us  dont  know  much  about  price  risks. 
Farming  a  quick  means  to  such  an  education. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  14 

My  daughter  showing  signs  of  interest  in  the 
business.  Asked  me  today  what  I  thought  about 
women  in  advertising.  Told  her  I  didn't  think  any- 
thing about  them— was  only  interested  in  whether 
a  person,  man  or  woman,  had  advertising  talent. 
She  wanted  to  know  whether  the  woman's  point 
of  view  wasn't  valuable  in  itself.  Pointed  out  that 
—old  wives'  tales  to  the  contrary— there  were 
plenty  of  men  who  imderstood  women— and  made 
their  hving  by  predicting  what  women  would  do. 
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Monday  .  .  .  June  15 

A  new  account  in  the  house  today  put  a  spring 
in  every  step  and  a  gleam  in  every  eye.  The  anti- 
pellagra  vitamin  of  the  ad  business.  This  one  es- 
pecially so,  because  it  has  implications  for  the 
brave,  new  world  which  optimists  again  predict 
for  the  post-war  period.  Even  an  ad  man  has 
yearnings  to  play  his  part  in  that  world,  and  to  feel 
that  he,  too,  has  social  significance. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  June  16 

Went  through  a  copy  of  Li/e,  testing  each  ad 
to  see  how  many  offered  anything  I  was  in  the 
market  for  or  would  by  any  possibility  be  inter- 
ested in  buying.  Found  only  three,  and  those  small 
ones  in  the  back  of  the  book.  Makes  the  general 
run  of  low  reading  ratings  by  Starch  et  a/,  under- 
standable. But  actual  buying  by  only  one-tenth  of 
one  per  cent  of  a  circulation  will  often  make  an 
ad  profitable,  as  the  records  of  direct  sales  copy 
will  show. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  17 

A  pubHcation  salesman  who  called  on  me  today 
listened  pohtely  every  time  I  tried  to  explain  why 
his  proposition  did  not  fit  a  client's  needs.  But  he 
never  picked  up  or  argued  a  single  point  I  made. 
All  he  did  was  to  keep  reaching  for  more  evidence 
of  how  his  book  had  paid  somebody  else,  and  keep 
pounding  that  home.  Not  a  bad  method. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  June  18 

Surprised  at  the  number  of  people  of  my  ac- 
quaintance, outside  the  business,  who  have  com- 
mented on  the  change  in  the  5.  E,  P.  Most  did  not 
seem  to  hke  it.  As  near  as  I  could  make  out,  they 
felt  the  loss  of  the  old  personahty  and  a  not  quite 
clear  definition  of  a  new  one.  Probably  that  will 
evolve. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  19 

Wrote  a  pattern  piece  of  copy  that  pleased  me 
and  the  client.  That  still  adds  up  as  a  day  in  which 
something  real  was  accomplished.  Why  do  so  many 
of  us  who  made  our  way  in  this  business  as  copy 
writers  quit  writing? 

Saturday  .  .  .  June  20 

Visited  with  an  old  country  woman,  over  sev- 
enty, who  praised  the  Lord  and  blessed  His  Name. 
For  the  first  time  in  her  life  she  has  running  water 
in  her  house.  It's  just  a  cold  water  spigot  in  her 
kitchen  sink,  with  another  outside  for  her  flowers, 
but  it  means  no  more  toting  from  the  old  well. 
Riches. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  21 

Riding  horseback  along  a  country  lane  I  saw 
wild  roses  in  bloom,  against  an  old  stone  wall. 
The  expensive,  improved  varieties  in  my  garden 
have  lost  something.  Sophistication  always  does. 
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Monday  .  .  .  June  22 

See  by  the  papers  that  S.M.,  who  used  to  write 
dam  good  copy  for  me,  has  two  new  accounts. 
When  I  saw  him  on  the  Century  a  few  weeks  ago 
he  was  feeling  the  pinch  of  priorities.  But  111  stay 
in  business,  he  said,  if  it's  only  with  one  room  and 
a  sign  reading  *'Ads  Made  Here."  Such  men  have 
an  inner  assurance  about  their  abihty  to  put  sell- 
ing words  on  paper  which  always  carries  them 
through. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  June  23 

What's  all  this  pother  about  whether  the  govern- 
ment should  advertise?  It  already  is  advertising, 
extensively.  Those  sensible  professional  fellows 
who  run  the  Army  and  Navy  make  no  bones  about 
it,  and  seem  to  have  no  difficulties  over  it— either 
with  publishers  left  off  the  Hst  or  with  their  Con- 
gressmen. The  other  administrators  will  learn  in 
due  time  that  the  old  Biblical  saw  about  'line 
upon  line,  precept  upon  precept'*  is  still  true,  and 
that  paid  advertising  is  the  only  form  of  mass 
commimication  which  suppHes  it. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  24 

Up  early,  feeding  the  plants  in  my  garden  Vig- 
oro.  Wondered  why  this  product  was  the  only 
case  I  could  think  of  where  any  one  of  the  big 
packers  had  pioneered  a  new  market. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  June  25 

At  lunch  today  on  the  Tavern  terrace  Hstened 
again  to  that  perennial  debate  over  the  relative 
importance  of  creative  men  and  accoimt  execu- 
tives in  agencies.  The  creative  men  claim  too  much. 
A  garden  must  have  plenty  of  fertilizer  if  plants 
are  to  flourish,  but  even  so  grasshoppers  can  do 
you  out  of  fruit  or  bloom.  Creative  men  usually 
supply  the  chemicals  that  make  accounts  grow, 
but.  Lord,  how  the  grasshoppers  need  to  be 
watched! 

Friday  .  .  .  June  26 

A  woman  correspondent  thinks  I  don  t  have  a 
proper  appreciation  of  her  sex  in  advertising.  Ap- 
parently because  I  didn't  rate  women  as  making 
a  unique  contribution.  An  even  break  is  not  enough. 
Reminds  me  of  the  time  a  charming  lady  told  me, 
at  length,  how  much  more  practical  women  were 
than  men.  I  admitted  it,  and  said  that  men,  of 
course,  were  the  ideahstic  sex.  But  this  didn  t  suit 
her  at  all;  she  wanted  women  granted  priorities  to 
both. 

Saturday  .  .  .  June  27 

Forty  hours  a  week  may  be  wrong  in  war  time, 
but  I  would  hate  to  lose  those  quiet  Saturday  morn- 
ings at  the  oflfice.  There  is  nothing  so  moral  as  a 
cleaned  up  desk  at  the  week-end. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  June  28 

^Tried  my  hand  at  writing  a  folder  for  a  scientific 
institution  which  badly  needs  new  supporting 
members.  Wanted  to  see  if  I  could  get  through  the 
insulation  of  scientific  verbiage,  and  make  their 
story  interesting,  intelligible,  and  important  to  the 
average  man.  Pleased  with  myself. 

Monday  .  .  .  June  29 

Showed  my  attempt  at  popularizing  science  to 
a  newspaper  writer.  He  said  it  still  had  too  many 
five  dollar  words,  and  wanted  to  know  why  I 
couldn't  put  it  into  hotel  EngHsh.  In  fact,  treated 
me  pretty  roughly,  and  said  he  supposed  if  I 
wanted  to  describe  a  fellow  as  a  poor  business  man 
I  would  say  he  was  "inept  in  monetary  matters." 

Tuesday  .  .  .  June  30 

Spent  a  couple  of  hours  with  drawing  board, 
T-square,  and  colored  pencils,  working  over  some 
art  department  rough  layouts  which  didn  t  please 
me.  Understand  the  progressive  pedagogues  now 
say  that  every  child  could  be  taught  to  draw  just 
as  easily  as  he  is  taught  to  write.  Would  to  heaven 
such  a  notion  had  been  held  in  my  school  days. 
The  ad  maker  needs  the  facility  to  express  himself 
in  pictures  as  well  as  words,  and  if  I  were  a  young 
copywriter  again  I  would  get  a  drawing  teacher. 
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July,  1942 


Wednesday  .  .  .  July  1 

W.  L.  is,  perhaps,  more  deft  at  writing  certain 
kinds  of  copy  than  any  other  man  I  know.  He  has 
a  simplicity  and  a  niceness  in  the  choice  of  words 
which  makes  a  piece  of  his  text  as  clearcut  as  a 
cameo.  He  was  raised  on  this  kind  of  printed  ad- 
vertising, yet  he  has  become  equally  good  at  day- 
time radio,  and  is  the  author  of  one  of  our  most 
successful  soap  operas.  If  his  career  had  been  in 
the  Navy,  and  he  had  been  raised  on  a  battleship, 
he  would  have  been  among  the  first  to  learn  to  fly. 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  2 

Talked  with  a  Washington  Big  Shot  who  has 
seen  some  of  the  leading  ad  men  there  perform. 
When  I  asked  what  he  thought  of  them  he  said  he 
was  amazed  at  their  illiteracy.  Clever  fellows  at 
their  trade,  he  said,  but  woefully  lacking  in  un- 
derstanding of  world  affairs,  political  forces,  and  in- 
ternational economics  such  as  the  times  call  for. 
OuchI 
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Friday  .  .  .  July  3 

Read  with  regret  for  the  Reader's  Digest  its  at- 
tack on  cigaret  advertising.  A  performance  un- 
worthy of  this  fine  pubHcation.  Based  on  inade- 
quate testing,  as  any  one  knows  who  has  made 
such  variable  experiments.  This  inadequate  evi- 
dence then  used  to  cast  an  air  of  scientific  vahdity 
over  such  prejudice  words  as  "coffin  nails."  The  un- 
derlying W.C.T.U.  determination  is  revealed  by 
treatment  of  Old  Golds.  This  brand  makes  the 
best  showing  in  the  Digesfs  own  test  for  nicotine 
and  throat  irritants,  yet  makes  no  claims  of  this 
kind.  Instead,  it  sticks  to  flavor,  which  the  Digest 
says  is  the  only  basis  for  cigaret  difference.  But 
does  this  win  applause?  Not  at  all— only  criticism 
for  not  stating  the  quantity  of  flavorful  leaf  em- 
ployed. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  4 

Prodded  by  my  wife,  after  a  fried  chicken  din- 
ner, to  go  get  the  last  of  the  late  sweet  cherries, 
in  the  top  of  the  tree.  Like  doing  the  trade  paper 
ads  in  a  campaign,  picking  is  slower  in  these  top- 
most branches,  so  tiey  are  always  put  off  to  the 
last.  But  often  the  plumpest  and  sweetest  cherries 
are  there. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  5 

Skipiming  through  Cardinal  Newman's  great 
book,  "Apologia  Pro  Vita  Sua**  I  was  led  to  cogitate 
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on  the  apology  for  an  ad  man  s  life.  If  it  is  to  have 
any  permanent  meaning,  I  thought,  it  must  be 
aimed  in  the  long  nm  at  reducing  the  costs  of  dis- 
tribution, so  that  more  people  can  get  more  and 
more  goods  for  less  and  less. 

Monday  .  .  .  July  6 

Lord!  how  tired  I  am  of  all  this  tendency  to 
ballyhoo  the  war.  Magazine  editors,  newspaper 
columnists,  radio  commentators,  and  Washington 
headline  hunters  all  seem  determined  to  dramatize 
it  and  jazz  it  up.  They  act  like  press  agents  for  a 
"Roosevelt  &  Hopkins'  Greatest  Show  on  Earth.*' 
It  is  true  that  for  awhile  we  had  ringside  seats  at 
history.  But  now  we  are  in  the  ring,  with  a  seri- 
ous, dirty,  and  dangerous  job  to  do.  We  ought  to 
cut  out  ihe  showmanship  and  get  on  with  it. 

%esday  .  .  .  July  7 

The  advertising  manager  for  one  of  our  clients 
telephoned  a  hurry-up  call  today  for  an  agate  rule. 
Seems  that  his  Big  Boss  had  suddenly  heard  of 
agate  lines,  and  wanted  to  measure  one  of  his  news- 
paper ads  with  such  a  rule.  The  A.M.  was  embar- 
rassed not  to  have  one  in  the  house.  It  used  to  be 
that  every  ad  man,  like  a  good  workman,  carried 
an  agate  rule  in  his  vest  pocket.  But  nowadays  one 
is  hardly  ever  seen  outside  an  art  or  mechanical 
department. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  July  8 

Succeeded  today  in  digging  up  a  romantic  bit 
of  history  which  will  add  color  to  one  of  our  prod- 
ucts. It  is  not  su£Bciently  recognized— especially  by 
the  critics  of  advertising— that  romance  in  its  broad 
sense  is  the  most  wanted  product  in  the  world.  So 
many  people  lead  hves  of  "quiet  desperation"  that 
any  advertising  which  offers  them  escape,  and  any 
product  which  offers  them  utihty  plus  color,  per- 
forms a  profound  service. 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  9 

A  letter  from  an  advertising  friend  in  England 
tells  how  they  have  been  forced  there  to  make  use 
of  smaller  spaces  in  newspapers.  He  speaks  of  hav- 
ing to  learn  all  over  again  to  make  small  space  ef- 
fective, and  suggests  that  we  may  have  to  do  the 
same  thing  here.  With  no  shortage  of  newsprint 
yet,  such  as  there  is  in  England,  we  may  not  come 
to  it.  But  it  is  true  that  our  creators  of  advertising 
today  either  never  had,  or  have  largely  lost,  the 
art  of  making  small  space  pay. 

Fridajp  .  .  .  July  10 

A  young  man  in  high  school  wants  to  know  how 
he  can  begin  now  to  prepare  himself  for  a  job  in 
advertising  after  the  war.  In  particular  he  asks, 
What  are  the  best  books  about  advertising?  Told 
him  I  held  with  J.  Y.,  who  says  somewhere  that 
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the  best  books  about  advertising  are  not  about  ad- 
vertising. Meaning,  of  course,  that  advertising  is 
a  subject  as  broad  as  hfe  itself;  and  that  it  is  better 
to  read  broadly  for  an  understanding  of  life,  rather 
than  narrowly  for  an  understanding  of  advertising. 

Saturday  ,  .  .  July  11 

Spent  the  morning  picking  apricots,  whose  lovely 
color  makes  them  the  pleasantest  of  all  fruits  to 
handle.  Wished  again  that  our  civilization  could  be 
so  organized  that  every  man  could  have  some  such 
outdoor  work  part  of  every  day.  There  is  mental 
as  well  as  physical  health  in  it. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  12 

Spent  a  twilight  hour  sitting  on  the  fence  watch- 
ing my  pigs  make  hogs  of  themselves.  If  pork  prices 
hold  until  fall  I  may  even  come  to  feel  kindly  to- 
ward the  farm  bloc  in  Congress. 

Monday  .  .  .  July  13 

What's  happened  to  our  analogy  boys?  So  far  I 
haven't  seen  a  single  piece  of  advertising  literature 
which  promotes  a  campaign  as  a  "task  force." 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  14 

No  industry  has  had  a  greater  stake  in  the  private 
enterprise  system  than  advertising.  From  the  en- 

25 


trepreneur  all  our  blessings  have  flowed.  His  imag- 
ination for  a  new  consumer  service,  his  capital  and 
the  courage  to  risk  it,  have  been  the  springs  of  our 
business.  Now  there  begins  to  be,  even  in  high 
business  quarters,  an  acceptance  of  the  idea  that 
the  era  of  private  enterprise  is  past.  Advertising 
people  need  to  subject  this  idea  to  the  most  crit- 
ical scrutiny;  and  to  set  themselves  to  expose  what- 
ever fallacies  are  in  it.  A  recent  report  to  the  Twen- 
tieth Century  Fund  by  Stuart  Chase,  called  'The 
Road  We  Are  Travehng,**  makes  a  good  case  for 
this  idea,  and  is  a  good  place  to  start  an  examina- 
tion of  it. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  July  15 

How  much  more  workmanlike  our  copywriters 
would  be  if  they  had  learned  to  stick  type  in  their 
youth.  No  writer  can  see  his  ad  "whole,"  or  plan 
its  total  impact,  without  visualizing  the  type  face 
and  its  setting.  Also,  learning  to  scale  his  writing 
to  his  type  is  an  art  every  writer  should  be  forced 
to  practice.  Note  how  neatly  newspaper  headline 
writers  and  Lifers  caption  writers  do  it.  With  a 
book  like  Lopatecki's  'Typographer's  Desk  Man- 
ual,** anybody  with  any  feel  for  type  can  keep 
printers  from  going  mad. 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  16 

Talked  with  one  of  the  elder  statesmen  of  ad- 
vertising about  the  post-war  world  and  the  future 
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of  our  private  enterprise  system.  He  said  he  couldn't 
worry  too  much  about  it,  beheving  that  under  any 
kind  of  system  persuasion  would  be  needed,  and 
that  there  would  be  some  place  for  the  man  who 
had  made  an  art  of  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  July  17 

In  the  beginning  of  communication  there  was 
sound;  a  noise  that  came  to  stand  for  **Look  out!" 
or  **Come  here!"  Then  there  were  pictures  which 
came  to  stand  for  things  and  action— hieroglyphics. 
Then  the  pictures  became  signs  for  the  sounds 
which  could  be  put  together  to  make  words.  So  all 
sounds,  pictures,  and  written  words  have  the  same 
purpose,  namely,  to  stand  as  symbols  for  other 
things.  We  can  speak,  draw,  or  write  ''cow"  and  it 
flashes  the  cow-thing  to  our  minds.  Some  symbols 
are  more  vivid  as  sounds  (moo  cow);  some  more 
vivid  as  pictures  (red  cow);  some  more  vivid  in 
print  (sacred  cow).  The  ad  man,  whose  business  is 
communication  for  purposes  of  persuasion,  should 
aim  at  being  equally  adept  with  all  kinds  of  sym- 
bols. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  18 

Went  to  a  reception  and  exhibit  for  a  well-known 
portrait  painter,  who  has  done  such  tycoons  and 
celebrities  as  Roy  Howard,  Thomas  Watson,  Ar- 
thur Brisbane,  etc.  A  man  who  has  never  done  ad- 
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vertising  illustrations,  but  would  be  good  for  any 
calling  for  strong  masculine  portraiture. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  19 

Some  of  my  farm  neighbors  have  a  real  gift  for 
the  picturesque  phrase.  Talking  with  one  today  he 
said  of  another  neighbor  that  he  was  the  kiad  of 
fellow  who  was  so  lucky  **he  could  fall  down  a  well 
and  come  up  with  his  pockets  full  of  fish." 

Monday  .  .  .  July  20 

A  successful  woman  in  one  of  our  top  flight 
agencies  writes  me  to  tell  my  aspiring  daughter 
that  **my  father,  too,  was  in  the  advertising  busi- 
ness; I  followed  right  along  after  him,  have  earned 
a  respectable  Hving,  and  had  a  marvelous  life!" 
Daughter,  being  told,  vows  that  she  will  go  and 
do  likewise.  Guess  I  will  have  to  look  about  for  a 
friendly  competitor  to  take  her  in.  A  man  should 
no  more  try  to  teach  his  daughter  advertising  than 
teach  his  wife  to  drive— which  remark,  I  suppose, 
dates  me. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  21 

Visited  with  a  grocery  jobber  in  a  distributing 
town  of  20,000  population.  He  took  me  through  his 
warehouse  to  show  me  the  gaps  in  his  stock.  Item 
after  item  was  either  completely  gone  or  about  to 
be,  with  no  more  in  sight.  It  made  a  picture  which 
foreshadows  the  consumer  pinch  about  to  come. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  July  22 

The  president  of  one  of  our  client  companies 
came  to  me  today  to  make  serious  complaint  about 
the  service  we  are  giving  them.  The  net  of  the 
matter  was  that  we  were  not  contributing  enough 
in  basic  thinking  and  planning,  and  in  imagina- 
tive development  work  on  the  account,  and  he  was 
right.  I  decided  that  I  would  have  to  tell  him  why; 
namely,  that  he  had  put  between  us  and  his  organi- 
zation an  advertising  manager  whose  caliber  was 
too  small— so  that  even  when  we  had  a  four-inch 
flow  at  our  end  only  a  two-inch  stream  got  piped 
in  to  him. 


Thursday  .  .  .  July  23 

Musing  further  on  my  daughter's  desire  to  enter 
the  business,  I  asked  myself  what  I  really  believed 
was  the  best  training  for  a  beginner.  How  would 
I  try  to  get  started  if  I  were  young  again,  with  no 
experience  and  no  assets  to  offer  except  a  general 
education?  Decided  I  would  do  it  as  a  stenog- 
rapher, whether  I  were  boy  or  girl.  That  would  not 
only  give  me  something  tangible  to  sell  to  an  em- 
ployer, but  would  put  me  in  a  job  where  I  could 
see  the  wheels  go  round  and  get  a  sense  of  what 
the  business  is  all  about.  From  that  I  would  move 
on  to  training  in  the  specific  techniques  of  the 
business. 
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Friday .  .  .  July  24 

Shopping  around  a  large  **fancy*'  grocery  store, 
with  its  own  bakery,  I  noticed  that  not  a  single 
loaf  on  the  bread  rack  had  the  word  Enriched  on 
it.  And  this  was  in  a  store  patronized  by  what 
might  be  thought  to  be  the  most  inteUigent  part 
of  the  population.  When  I  asked  the  grocer  why 
this  lack  his  laconic  answer  was:  **No  demand." 

Saturday .  .  .  July  25 

Under  government  pressure  a  tremendous  amount 
of  food  advertising  is  now  bearing  down  heavily 
on  nutrition.  That  there  has  been  some  increase  in 
the  public  interest  in  this  subject  I  do  not  doubt. 
But  let's  dont  fool  ourselves:  what  we  ought  to 
eat  is  still  less  interesting  than  what  we  want  to 
eat.  When  the  great  mass  of  women  answer  the 
thrice-daily  question.  What  shall  we  have  to  eat? 
it  is  quite  likely  to  be  in  terms  of  what  the  family 
likes. 

Sunday .  .  .  July  26 

Having  written  the  above  last  night,  picked  my 
blackberries  this  morning,  and  did  heavy  justice 
to  them  in  a  pie  for  Sunday  dinner. 

Monday .  .  .July  27 

I  have  named  our  new  receptionist  Miss  Mala- 
prop.  When  I  asked  her  this  morning  how  she  Hked 
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her  job,  she  said  it  was  fine;  the  gentlemen  from 
the  publications  told  her  such  funny  antidotes. 

Tuesday .  .  .  July  28 

Great  argument  with  an  art  director  over  pic- 
tures versus  words.  The  success  of  Life  seemed  to 
him  to  settle  the  question  for  all  time.  Called  his 
attention  to  the  equal  or  greater  success  of  the 
Reader's  Digest,  practically  without  a  picture  in  it. 
Apparently  what  you  say  is  still  more  important 
than  how  you  say  it. 

Wednesday .  .  .  July  29 

A  large  general  advertiser,  having  seen  a  piece 
of  my  copy  for  a  mail  order  advertiser,  wanted  to 
know  why  he  couldn't  get  the  same  intimate,  per- 
sonal tone  in  his.  I  told  him  he  could  if  (1)  he 
would  waive  his  insistence  on  short  copy;  (2)  let 
me  use  or  create  an  individual  to  speak  for  his  cor- 
poration; (3)  let  this  individual  talk  colloquially, 
direct  to  the  reader.  The  success  of  radio  as  an  ad- 
vertising medium  may  be  attributed  very  largely 
to  the  observance  of  these  three  points  in  many 
commercials. 

Thursday .  .  .  July  30 

A  relatively  new  building  supply  dealer  in  our 
suburban  area  has  been  advertising  consistently  in 
the  local  paper.  His  ads  have  been  small,  but  inter- 
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esting.  They  made  me  conscious  of  his  existence, 
but  brought  me  no  occasion  to  switch  my  patron- 
age from  his  long-established  competitor.  Then  my 
wife  saw  an  ad  in  a  national  magazine  for  a  new 
kind  of  awning  paint,  and  answered  its  invitation 
to  write  for  color  cards,  etc.  With  these  came  the 
information  that  the  aforesaid  advertising  dealer 
carried  the  product.  Then  the  dealer  wrote,  saying 
our  inquiry  had  come  to  him.  My  wife  asked  if  I 
had  ever  heard  of  him  and  I  said  yes.  So  in  we 
went,  bought  two  quarts  of  paint,  plus  12  boxes  of 
kalsomine  on  which  he  had  a  sale,  two  garden 
gadgets,  and  a  rake  which  we  remembered  needing. 
Yet  some  folks  wonder  how  advertising  pays. 

Friday .  .  .  July  31 

Writing  down  the  above  made  me  remember  a 
note  book  which  I  used  to  carry  when  I  first  started 
advertising  work,  too  many  years  ago.  After  some 
search  I  found  it.  In  it  I  had  put  down  an  account, 
such  as  the  above,  of  every  observation  I  could 
make  as  to  how  advertising  had  started  a  sale. 
Some  were  from  my  own  experiences;  others  were 
acquired  by  questioning  friends;  and  still  others  by 
inducing  customers  to  talk  in  a  retail  store  where 
I  helped  out  on  Saturday  afternoons.  Altogether  I 
accumulated  over  a  hundred  case  histories  of  this 
kind,  and  I  beheve  I  learned  more  about  advertis- 
ing from  them  than  from  anything  else  I  ever  did. 
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August^  1942 


Saturday  .  .  .  August  1 

Visited  with  a  country  storekeeper,  who  also 
has  a  gas  pump.  A  big  car,  chauffeiu:-driven,  came 
up,  and  the  dealer  being  busy  elsewhere  I  filled 
the  tank.  When  the  lady  in  back  paid  me  she  gra- 
ciously added  a  quarter  tip.  First  clear  profit  for 
my  farm  overalls! 

Sunday  ,  .  .  August  2 

Finished  reading  Jane  Austen^s  novel,  **Sense 
and  SensibiHty."  Because  Mark  Twain  said  that  a 
good  library  was  one  which  contained  none  of  her 
works,  I  had  always  scorned  the  reading  of  them. 
But  this  one,  at  least,  is  an  excellent  study  of  char- 
acter, as  vahd  today  as  when  it  was  first  published 
in  1812.  A  great  picture,  too,  of  that  genteel  Eng- 
land which  set  so  many  of  the  patterns  for  the 
England  of  today.  Helpful  to  get  this,  with  Anglo- 
American  understanding  becoming  increasingly  im- 
portant in  our  Hves. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  3 
God  bless  Miss  Malaprop!  I  can  see  that  she  is 
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going  to  add  color  to  my  life.  Today  I  asked  what 
her  friends  thought  about  her  working  in  the  ad- 
vertising business— did  any  of  them  think  it  was  a 
racket?  Why,  no,  she  said;  she  had  never  heard  of 
any  stamina  attached  to  this  business.  Stigma? 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  4 

The  boys  who  are  helping  the  Advertising  Coun- 
cil prepare  campaigns  for  government  purposes  are 
making  a  mistake.  They  are  using  too  many  of  the 
conventional  tricks  of  tiie  trade  in  their  copy.  The 
pubhc  is  in  no  mood  for  this  when  it  comes  to  war 
aims.  All  they  want  and  need  is  to  be  told  simply, 
clearly,  and  authoritatively  what  they  should  do— 
and  Lord!  how  they  want  that.  The  less  like  adver- 
tising the  message  is,  the  better  the  results  will  be. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  5 

So  many  people  have  now  left  our  organization 
for  the  various  services  that  those  who  remain  are 
beginning  to  complain  of  overwork.  I  tell  them 
that  if  they  had  ever  thinned  vegetables  in  a  gar- 
den they  would  know  this  just  gives  them  more 
room  to  grow. 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  6 

As  every  organization  grows  and  gets  older  it 
accimiulates  its  mistakes  and  deadwood  in  person- 
nel. There  isn't  any  doubt  that  some  of  our  people 
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who  have  left  for  war  service  would  have  had  to 
be  let  go,  sooner  or  later,  anyhow.  So  what  do  we 
do  when  these  people  begin  to  come  home  and 
want  their  jobs  back?  This  is  one  kind  of  post-war 
planning  every  manager  can  begin  to  do  now. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  7 

An  out-of-town  acquaintance  who  runs  a  special- 
ty shop,  selling  rather  high  priced,  unique  home 
furnishings,  asked  me  today  for  some  advice  about 
the  land  of  advertising  he  should  do.  He  has  spent, 
for  him,  quite  a  Httle  money  in  magazine  ads,  and 
never  made  one  of  them  pay.  Similar  shops  with 
similar  merchandise  have  made  magazine  and 
newspaper  advertising  pay  when  located  in  a  big 
city,  where  their  advertising  could  build  custom- 
ers and  good  will  as  well  as  make  immediate  sales. 
But  my  friend  is  not  so  located,  and  he  will  never 
pay  out  on  a  mail  order  basis.  There  is  still  too 
high  a  mortality  among  small  first  year  advertisers 
of  this  kind,  because  from  neither  agents  nor  me- 
dia representatives  can  they  get  the  kind  of  guid- 
ance they  need. 

Saturday  ...  August  8 

Speaking  of  failures  reminds  me  of  the  time  I 
tried,  as  chairman  of  a  program  committee,  to  get 
two  of  our  leading  agents  to  tell  the  stories  of  their 
first  advertising  failures.  Could  I  do  it?  Any  pro- 
gram chairman  who  wants  to  try  is  welcome  to  the 
idea. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  August  9 

Cutting  down  hollyhocks  today  gave  me  a  fore- 
taste of  that  nostalgia  which  fall  brings  to  the  gar- 
dener. Maybe  the  fact  that  I  have  been  turning  out 
Christmas  copy  this  past  week  has  advanced  the 
seasons  in  my  blood. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  10 

Visited  an  agricultural  experiment  station,  in  the 
interest  of  a  fertilizer  client,  to  see  some  test  plots 
of  new  pasture  grasses.  Astonished  to  learn  that  we 
know  less  about  grasses  than  about  most  other  fod- 
der crops.  Asked  the  director  how  long  it  took, 
after  a  given  agricultural  practice  was  proved  good, 
to  get  a  majority  of  the  farmers  in  his  state  to 
adopt  it.  He  said  about  ten  years.  We  spend  mil- 
lions on  the  most  scientific  production  of  knowl- 
edge, but  do  a  horse-and-buggy  job  on  the  distri- 
bution of  it  in  these  fields  where  advertising  is  not 
relied  upon. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  77 

In  Washington,  the  City  of  Beautiful  Nonsense. 
Found  one  place,  at  least,  where  they  talk  sense, 
namely,  the  Department  of  Commerce.  Here  they 
not  only  seem  to  have  men  who  know  what  busi- 
ness is  all  about,  but  men  who  have  kept  their 
heads  in  all  the  hullabaloo  which  surrounds  them. 
Elsewhere  it  must  be  the  heat.  It  certainly  is  not 
the  humihty. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  August  12 

I  would  feel  a  lot  happier  about  this  war  if  I 
could  get  a  conviction  that  anybody  on  our  side  had 
a  plan  for  winning  it.  Maybe  they  have.  If  so,  I 
know  they  can't  tell  me;  and  I  know  that  I  wouldn't 
be  able  to  judge  its  merits  if  they  did.  But  it  doesn't 
take  long  to  see  a  team  on  a  field,  or  to  see  a  new 
advertising  campaign  under  way,  to  sense  whether 
there  is  a  plan  behind  it  or  merely  improvisation. 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  13 

E.  J.  is  one  of  our  most  brilliant  copywriters,  but 
he  gets  terrible  fits  of  depression  about  his  work. 
As  with  all  really  creative  people,  the  frustrations 
of  agency  work  get  him  down.  Recommended  to 
him  today  that  he  get  himself  a  hobby  which  would 
be  creative,  but  which  called  for  tedious  manual 
work.  This  is  the  best  purgative  for  writer's  crimps 
that  I  know. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  14 

All  my  working  life  I  have  been  scahng  photo- 
graphs, art  work,  etc.,  for  reduction,  by  the  use  of 
a  diagonal  hue.  This  evening,  scanning  a  popular 
book  on  mathematics,  it  suddenly  burst  on  me  that 
I  had  been  using  a  well-known  principle  of  geom- 
etry. My  mathematical  knowledge  being  practically 
nil,  this  discovery  gave  me  the  feeling  that  the 
stuff  had  some  sense  to  it  after  all,  and  that  maybe 
even  I  could  learn  it. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  August  15 

A  rainy  day  in  the  country— one  of  the  pleasant- 
est  of  life's  interludes.  Worked  all  day  in  the  tool 
shop,  with  the  rain  drumming  on  the  roof  and  the 
good  smells  of  the  wet  earth  coming  in  the  open 
door.  By  supper  time  the  creek  was  making  music 
which  could  sing  a  man  to  sleep. 

Sunday  .  .  .  August  16 

Pleased  to  get  from  the  editor  some  letters  which 
indicate  that,  now  and  then,  somebody  reads  this 
Diar5^  Showed  them  to  my  wife— who  still  wonders 
why.  If  a  man  likes  the  sound  of  words,  putting 
them  together  may  be  its  own  reward.  But  I  notice 
that  a  neighbor  of  mine,  who  often  sits  on  his  door- 
step of  an  evening,  playing  a  flute  to  himself,  doesn't 
mind  a  little  audience  either. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  17 

Talked  today  with  the  domestic  science  editor  of 
one  of  the  women's  magazines.  She  told  me  that 
she  had  tested  literally  thousands  of  recipes,  cover- 
ing almost  every  kind  of  food.  Asked  her  what,  after 
all  this,  she  considered  the  best  eating.  She  thought 
•4t  was  pretty  hard  to  beat  a  good  sirloin  steak, 
washed  down  with  straight  whisky.  Western  gal. 

%esday  .  .  .  August  18 
Yesterday  one  of  our  clients  was  preparing  to  go 
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out  of  business  at  the  end  of  this  year.  By  then  his 
stocks  of  WPB-controlled  raw  material  would  be 
exhausted.  The  amount  that  would  be  allowed  him 
imder  rationing  was  too  small  for  efficient  opera- 
tion; no  substitute  was  in  sight;  nor  had  any  way 
been  found  to  convert  his  facilities  to  war  produc- 
tion. Then  suddenly,  today,  a  suppher  turned  up 
with  an  oflFer  to  dehver  enough  material  to  keep 
him  going  well  into  next  year.  So  now  we  are  to 
rush  a  new  campaign.  If  aspirin  sales  are  booming 
here's  the  reason. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  19 

Do  reading  ratings,  such  as  those  furnished  by 
Dr.  Starch,  measure  only  reading,  or  are  they  also 
reliable  indicators  of  the  sales  effectiveness  oiF  ads? 
Interested  today  to  find,  in  the  case  of  two  mail 
order  pages  of  mine,  that  the  variation  in  their  di- 
rect sales  figures  was  very  closely  paralleled  by  the 
variation  in  Dr.  Starch's  figures  for  the  'read  most" 
of  the  same  pages.  If  we  had  enough  cases  Hke  this 
we  might  answer  this  much  debated  question. 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  20 

Elmer  Davis  says  that  we  are  only  ankle  deep  in 
this  war,  and  that  is  right.  But  he  implies  that  this 
is  due  to  some  failure  on  the  part  of  the  people,  and 
that  is  wrong.  The  people  are  ready  to  dedicate 
themselves  to  total  war,  at  whatever  cost.  The  fail- 
ure is  in  our  leadership.  They  have  moved  in  on 
parts  of  the  economy,  to  control,  direct,  and  sup- 
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port  it.  But  they  have  left  the  rest  to  get  along  as 
best  it  can,  and  necessarily  the  men  who  operate 
this  free  economy  must  continue  to  fight  their  own 
battles  rather  than  the  nation's.  When  our  leaders 
develop  the  vision,  courage,  and  administrative 
skill  to  organize  the  nation  for  total  war,  the  people 
will  come  along  with  them— and  their  consecration 
and  power  will  shake  the  world.  . 

Friday  .  .  .  August  21 

Wrote  a  piece  of  copy  today  for  a  little  two-page 
envelope  stuffer  which  a  chent  wanted.  Maybe  I 
shouldn't  have  "wasted"  my  time  on  it.  But  the 
merchandise  was  intriguing,  I  had  an  idea  for  it, 
and  I  just  wanted  to  do  it.  I  never  could  understand 
these  copywriters  who  get  excited  only  over  a  page 
in  Life, 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  22 

Read  with  interest  the  dispatches  from  Washing- 
ton about  meat  rationing.  Wonder  what  they  will 
do  with  a  fellow  like  me,  who  has  butchered  his 
own  steer  and  has  400  pounds  of  prime  beef  hang- 
ing in  the  ice  house?  Time  to  follow  that  domestic 
science  woman's  idea. 

Sunday  .  .  .  August  23 

See  by  the  Exodus  that  the  Lord  had  quite  a  time 
persuading  Moses  to  take  on  the  leadership  of  his 
people,  and  bring  them  out  of  Egypt.  "And  Moses 
said  imto  the  Lord,  Oh  Lord,  I  am  not  eloquent: 
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for  I  am  slow  of  speech,  and  of  a  slow  tongue.  And 
the  Lord  said  unto  him,  Is  there  not  Aaron  thy 
brother?  I  know  that  he  can  speak  well.  He  shall 
be  thy  spokesman  unto  the  people:  he  shall  be  to 
thee  a  mouth,  and  thou  shalt  be  to  him  instead  of 
God.'*  .  .  .  The  first  advertiser-agency  relationship. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  24 

Somebody  in  the  oflBce  loaned  Miss  Malaprop  her 
first  copy  of  the  Reader's  Digest,  I  asked  her  how 
she  hked  it,  and  she  looked  shghtly  embarrassed. 
Said  she  didn't  think  the  name  was  very  refined— 
Digest  sounded  so  physicologicaL 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  25 

My  favorite  client  came  in  today.  Yes,  I  think  it 
is  true  that  every  agent  has  one.  He  is  not  neces- 
sarily, or  even  usually,  the  one  with  the  biggest 
appropriation;  at  least  mine  isn't.  He  is  just  the 
client  for  whom  I  work  with  the  greatest  satisfac- 
tion. He  is  tough,  but  fair.  He  makes  me  work 
hard,  but  he  knows  and  appreciates  good  work 
when  he  sees  it.  He  gives  me  his  complete  confi- 
dence, and  makes  me  feel  that  his  job,  his  ambi- 
tions, his  problems,  and  his  rewards  are  mine.  So 
for  him  I  go  to  the  bottom  of  whatever  I  have. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  26 

Who  says  it  is  sometimes  more  important  than 
what  is  said.  C.  E.  Walberg,  who  had  a  big  hand 
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in  government  advertising  in  the  last  war,  agrees 
with  me  that  this  is  the  point  being  overlooked  now. 
He  sends  me  a  copy  of  a  letter  he  has  written  Don 
Nelson  begging  him  to  have  the  government  itself 
tell  the  people  what  it  wants  them  to  do.  He  cites 
chapter  and  verse  on  how  it  was  done  before.  Here's 
hoping  the  big  boy  listens. 

Thursday  ,  .  .  August  27 
Because  words  and  phrases  are  regular  Typhoid 
Marys  of  ideas,  they  have  a  power  to  inoculate  us 
of  which  we  are  usually  unconscious.  When  I  was 
a  boy  we  spoke  of  the  retailer's  occupation  as  "keep- 
ing store."  That  is,  he  kept  the  community's  store 
of  surplus  goods  until  somebody  needed  them.  And 
his  whole  business  conduct  was  governed  by  this 
idea.  By  what  words  was  he  changed  into  the  ag- 
gressive merchant,  and  when?  Only  thirty  years 
ago,  in  1912, 1  had  a  part  in  the  preparation  of  the 
first  book  on  "sales  quotas."  These  were  new  words 
then,  and  they,  with  other  phrases,  projected  a  new 
concept  of  making  every  man  do  his  duty  as  a  con- 
sumer; making  every  community  toe  an  advancing 
consumption  mark.  Held  up  to  manufacturers'  sales- 
men, who  in  turn  held  them  up  to  retailers,  they 
changed  the  whole  face  of  business;  indeed,  of  life 
itself.  Whether  for  better  or  for  worse  affiant  saith 
not. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  28 

We  need  to  explore  more  than  we  have  the  ap- 
peal which  diflFerent  colors  make  to  different  peo- 
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pie.  I  have  begun  to  keep  notes  on  the  tastes  dis- 
played by  my  friends  in  their  choice  of  such  things 
as  neckties,  and  I  find  that  each  man  tends  to  follow 
one  particular  color  range.  This  checks  with  my  own 
responses:  I  am  a  sucker  for  browns  and  tans  and 
have  no  use  for  the  blues.  What  happens,  then, 
when  a  product  is  packaged  in  only  one  color 
scheme? 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  29 

A  free-running  horse  in  a  field  is  surely  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  and  invigorating  sights  in  life. 
Watching  my  Palomino  so  disport  himself,  with 
mane  and  tail  a-flying,  I  could  not  but  feel  more 
elan  in  myself. 

Sunday  .  .  .  August  30 

After  a  rainy  night  at  the  farm  I  was  wakened  by 
water  dripping  in  my  face.  For  the  first  time  in  my 
life  I  became  roof  conscious.  My  receptivity  to 
roofing  advertising  has  gone  up  at  least  a  thousand 
per  cent. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  31 

Musing  on  my  leaky  roof  experience,  and  how  it 
changed  my  interest  in  roofing  advertising,  I  won^ 
dered  if  we  consider  this  receptivity  factor  enough. 
We  give  plenty  of  thought  to  the  seed  we  sow;  per- 
haps not  enough  to  the  ground  it  falls  on.  Yet  a 
friend  in  the  medical  business  tells  me  that  his  test 
campaigns  are  often  compHcated  by  the  differences 
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in  morbidity,  as  he  calls  it,  in  two  apparently  simi- 
lar towns.  Another  tells  me  that  the  consumption 
of  chocolate  products  wiU  vary,  as  between  two 
given  population  units,  depending  on  their  racial 
malce-up.  We  recognize  the  seasonal  factor  in  recep- 
tivity, but  how  many  other,  less  obvious  ones  do 
we  overlook? 
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September,  1942 


Tuesday  .  .  .  September  1 

You  can  wrench  fruit  off  a  tree,  or  you  can  wait 
until  it  ripens  and  falls  to  your  touch.  I  see  lots  of 
copy  of  the  wrenching  kind:  it  pulls  too  hard  for  a 
sale.  Then  I  see  copy  which  eases  along,  ripening 
the  desire  of  the  reader  until  the  order  falls.  It  takes 
hard  writing  to  make  easy  reading,  as  Robert  Louis 
Stevenson  said.  Even  more,  it  takes  hard  thinking 
about  the  reader's  wants  to  make  one  of  those  easy- 
going, fruitful  advertisements. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  2 

All  this  trouble  with  India  reminds  me  of  the 
time  I  went  there  for  one  of  the  biggest  American 
corporations.  I  found  the  British  in  that  part  of  the 
world  as  cordial  as  game  keepers  on  a  private  pre- 
serve. The  pubhsher  of  The  Times  of  India,  the 
most  important  newspaper,  couldn't  understand 
what  an  American  was  doing  out  there,  anyhow. 
The  idea  of  paying  an  agency  commission  to  one 
nearly  gave  him  apoplexy.  There  was  no  room  for 
American  ideas.  In  such  complete  self-assurance  the 
EngHsh  have  governed  and  developed  the  country 
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magnificently  on  the  physical  side.  Their  difficulties 
come  from  the  fact  that  they  are  completely  uncon- 
scious of  the  psychological  brutalities  they  commit 
in  the  process. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  3 

A  letter  from  an  old  copywriter  friend  tells  me  of 
the  consummation  of  a  dream.  He  has  fixed  it  up 
with  his  boss  to  work  six  months  in  the  agency  busi- 
ness, and  have  the  other  six  months  off  for  his  own 
pursuits—in  the  immediate  future,  war  work.  I  know 
one  writer  who  has  been  doing  this  with  great  suc- 
cess for  years.  Fields  must  lie  fallow  at  times,  and  I 
note  that  all  my  fruit  trees  have  their  resting  years. 
Perhaps  all  of  our  creative  people  would  be  more 
productive  on  some  such  basis. 

Friday  .  .  .  September  4 

William  McFee  winces  when  he  sees  "Ad  Man ' 
in  my  title.  He  thinks  this  shorter,  more  racy  term 
is,  as  the  EngUsh  would  say,  cheap  and  nasty.  I  un- 
derstand the  feeling  and  sometimes  share  it.  Ad 
Man  does  connote  all  the  worst  thoughts  which  tlie 
critics  have  about  us,  and  if  this  Diary  were  not  all 
in  the  family  I  might  not  use  the  term.  But  in  the 
family  I  think  it  may  have  some  virtues.  Here  I 
hope  it  connotes  all  ihe  Diary  pretends  to  be:  just 
the  plain  account  of  a  shirt  sleeve  worker,  witii  a 
decent  pride  in  his  medium.  More  important,  Ad 
Man  sets  its  face  against  all  those  pompous  preten- 
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sions  which  lead  to  such  vulgarisms  as  realtor  and 
mortician.  Knowing  the  proneness  of  human  beings 
to  such  delusions,  Emerson  said:  Always  call  things 
by  their  lowest  terms.  There  isn't  any  lower  than 
Ad  Man,  so  I  guess  Til  stick  to  that. 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  5 

Hauled  220  pounds  of  peaches  into  town  and 
traded  them  to  the  grocer  at  5c  a  pound.  He  will 
sell  them  for  7c,  a  very  modest  mark-up,  consider- 
ing the  risk  and  spoilage  he  takes. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  6 

Talked  with  a  professor  friend  of  mine  who  has 
developed  an  interesting  technique  for  predicting 
what  people  will  do,  in  mass.  First,  he  locates  the 
significant  word  symbols  for  certain  ideas— say,  so- 
cial security,  or  free  enterprise.  Then  he  tabulates 
and  charts  the  number  of  times  these  words  appear 
in  print,  pubHc  speeches,  etc.,  in  (a)  a  negative  or 
unfavorable  use;  (b)  a  positive  or  favorable  use.  If 
the  chart  shows  a  rising  favorable  use  of  the  word 
the  idea  is  making  headway  and  the  time  when 
people  will  act  upon  it  may  be  foreseen.  Contrari- 
wise, the  idea  is  dying  out.  Could  be  applied,  say 
in  trade  papers,  to  foresee  changes  in  trade  prac- 
tices. 

Monday  ,  .  .  September  7 

Several  much  appreciated  letters  have  suggested 
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that  these  jottings  should  be  made  into  a  book. 
Maybe.  But  I  have  always  felt  that  an  ad  man  had 
better  not  have  a  book  out  against  him  until  he  was 
ready  to  retire.  Then  he  might  be  able  to  begin  one 
in  some  such  fashion  as  Lord  Bryce  did  his  Ameri- 
can Commonwealth:  ''Now  that  I  am  free  from  the 
reticences  of  a  party  man  .  .  .*' 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  8 

Today  my  daughter  began  her  advertising  career 
—behind  the  counter  of  a  grocery  store.  There,  if 
she  follows  my  advice,  she  will  stay  for  six  months, 
studying  and  recording  how  women  buy  food.  She 
has  a  list  of  specific  case  studies  to  complete,  such 
as,  Do  women  ask  for  a  can  of  milk  or  a  can  of  Pet? 
What  is  their  reaction  to  coffee  in  glass  jars?  And 
so  on.  In  her  spare  time  she  will  study  stenography. 
Sundays  off,  of  course. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  9 

Listening  to  a  magazine  representative  today  re- 
minded me  of  my  own  two  years  as  advertising  man- 
ager of  a  small  pubhcation.  It  was  then  that  I 
learned  the  representative's  real  handicap  against 
the  agent.  His  lack  of  equal  knowledge  of  the  ad- 
vertiser's problems  and  policies  always  leaves  him 
at  a  disadvantage.  Representatives  will  recognize 
the  similarity  to  the  situation  in  a  story  told  me  by 
an  Arab  camel  driver  in  Egypt.  God,  he  said,  has  a 
Hundred  Names.  The  Arab  knows  Ninety-Nine  of 
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them,  but  the  Camel  knows  the  Himdredth.  And 
that,  he  said,  is  what  gives  the  Camel  his  slightly 
supercihous  look. 


Thursday  .  .  .  September  10 

The  Lord  knows  that  I  am  not  a  handsome  man, 
nor  one  gifted  with  social  graces.  So  in  my  youth 
the  Apollos  of  this  world  often  awed  me.  Tonight, 
out  to  dinner,  I  met  one  of  them  again.  When  I  first 
met  him,  twenty  years  ago,  he  was  already  a  high 
government  official,  and  exuded  success  at  every 
pore.  I  remember  how  he  dazzled  me.  But  since 
then  I'  have  learned  that  it  pays  to  examine  this 
type  with  particular  attention  to  their  mental  horse 
power.  This  one  proved  to  be  just  another  Body  by 
Fisher. 


Friday  .  .  .  September  11 

Recalling  my  note  on  Moses  and  Aaron,  I  thought 
on  what  a  really  good  job  Aaron  did.  There  must 
be  ten  thousand  who  know  Moses  for  one  who  re- 
members Aaron.  A  friend  of  mine  who  was  raised 
in  business  by  old  J.  Walter  Thompson  himself,  says 
that  one  of  that  pioneer's  constant  admonitions  was: 
Never  let  yourself  get  on  the  stage  in  front  of  your 
cHent.  In  this  trade  the  'passion  for  anonymity*'  was 
well  developed  long  before  the  White  House  ever 
heard  of  it. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  September  12 

They  say  farming  doesn't  pay  the  city  man, 
though  I  know  one  who  has  been  collecting  a  neat 
9%  on  his  investment  for  several  years.  But  the  real 
pay-off  is  in  education.  In  the  city  the  contest  is 
man  against  man.  In  the  country  it  seems  like  man 
against  all  the  rest  of  nature.  You  don't  know  noth- 
ing until  you  take  that  one  on. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  13 

Answered  a  timid  knock  at  my  door  last  night  and 
found  my  old  country-woman  neighbor  from  up  the 
road.  She  had  a  letter  from  her  boy  in  the  Army.  He 
was  okay;  the  Army  was  okay;  don  t  worry.  Ma; 
write  me  care  the  Postmaster,  New  York  City.  That 
was  all  she  knew— and  she  wanted  to  know  so  much 
more.  How  many  million  mothers  Hke  her  were 
scattered  over  the  country  that  night?  In  how  many 
were  the  same  hopes  and  fears  palpitating  like  heart- 
beats in  the  dark?  Watch  these  mothers,  Mr.  Ad- 
vertiser, Mr.  Politician. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  14 

Sometimes  under  pressure,  at  white  heat,  you 
turn  out  the  complete  and  perfect  advertisement. 
At  other  times,  with  toil  and  trouble,  rewrites  and 
refinements,  you  finally  get  one  to  where  it  pleases 
you.  In  either  case  you  send  it  off  with  some  thrill 
of  satisfaction  and  pride.  Then  a  week,  two  weeks, 
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a  month  later  you  see  it,  suddenly,  in  some  publi- 
cation. And  you  grimace  and  say,  "My  God.  Did  I 
do  thatr  . 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  15 

Had  a  visit  from  a  young  college  man  who  has 
been  aiming  at  advertising,  but  is  now  going  into 
the  Army.  He  asked:  "Should  I  still  be  thinking  of 
advertising,  if  and  when  I  come  back?  Will  there 
be  any  advertising  then,  or  any  opportunity  in  it?^ 
Told  him  I  thought  this  world  now  is  in  process  of 
being  made  over— in  its  geography,  its  political  and 
social  organizations,  its  economics,  and  its  technol- 
ogy. That  the  technological  revolution  alone— the 
new  materials  and  productive  processes— would 
mean  a  complete  change  in  our  living  habits,  as  rap- 
idly as  man  s  mind  could  be  brought  abreast  of  this 
revolution.  And  that  was  a  job  advertising  would 
have  to  do.  The  greatest,  most  exciting  job  in  its 
history. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  16 

Talked  with  a  Western  newspaper  publisher,  who 
dropped  in  to  make  a  courtesy  call.  I  am  always 
amazed  anew  at  how  remote  many  of  these  men 
seem  to  be  from  advertising,  especially  national  ad- 
vertising. Apparently  they  are  kept  so  busy  being 
leading  citizens  that  they  never  have  time  to  learn 
much  about  this  bread  and  butter  side  of  their  busi- 
ness. One  of  them— and  a  very  important  one,  too— 
once  almost  bragged  to  me  that,  while  his  paper 
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had  sold  millions  of  dollars'  worth  of  space,  he 
hadn't  the  faintest  idea  how  advertising  paid  any- 
body. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  17 

A  letter  today  from  an  old  friend  who  left  the  ad- 
vertising business  some  years  ago  and  went  into 
educational  work.  Now  he  wishes  he  hadn't  It  re- 
minded me  of  that  essay  by  the  witty  Dr.  Crowther, 
"On  Every  Man's  Desire  to  Be  Somebody  Else."  If 
you  want  to  reach  a  man's  real  ego,  he  said,  tell  a 
preacher  what  a  great  lawyer  he  would  have  made; 
a  lawyer  what  a  great  industrialist  or  statesman. 
When  we  ad  men  get  these  yearnings  to  be  some- 
body else  we  are  only  suffering  from  a  very  com- 
mon complaint.  I  have  Hved  through  several  severe 
attacks  of  it  myself.  Now  I  suspect  that  I  will  never 
develop  half  the  capacities  that  this  job  really  calls 
for. 

Friday  .  .  .  September  18 

Looking  through  the  current  American  Magazine, 
after  hours,  I  was  set  to  pondering  by  the  Four 
Roses  color  page  there.  It  made  me  think  how  far- 
reaching  the  ad  man's  influence  may  sometimes  be 
on  the  manners  and  customs  of  his  time.  For  I  ven- 
ture the  belief  that  this  advertisement  will  not  only 
sell  the  product,  but  that  its  illustration  by  Falter 
will  also  (1)  promote  drinking  like  a  gentleman;  (2) 
do  something  to  make  urbanity  in  men  a  model;  (3) 
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have  an  effect  on  styles  in  men's  dress;  and  (4)  inci- 
dentally, influence  illustrative  techniques.  So  think- 
ing, finished  my  Old  Fashioned,  and  caught  my 
train. 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  19 

There  is  an  old  well  and  well-house  in  our  farm- 
yard, and  the  old  oaken  bucket  still  hangs  there. 
Nowadays  we  pump  water  from  it  and  carry  it  un- 
der pressiure  to  the  house.  When  the  pump  goes 
wrong,  and  I  have  to  carry  water  and  heat  it  for  a 
shave,  I  ain't  fit  to  live  with.  But  when  I  come  in 
from  the  orchard  after  a  morning's  work,  a  drink 
still  tastes  sweeter  when  hauled  up  by  hand. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  20 

Seeing  here  reference  to  my  visit  to  an  agricul- 
tural experiment  station,  the  secretary  of  the  Jour- 
nal of  Agricultural  Engineering  was  good  enough 
to  send  me  an  article  on  the  drying  of  fodder  crops. 
Today  I  got  around  to  reading  it,  and  couldn't  wait 
till  I  got  my  farmer  to  do  the  same.  I  have  been 
telHng  him  for  a  long  time  that  there  ought  to  be 
some  way  to  dry  alfalfa  and  put  it  right  into  the 
bale,  without  taking  the  risk  from  rain  during  cut- 
ting. But  he  thought  that  was  just  another  of  my 
fool  notions.  He  still  thinks  so. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  21 

An  A.P.  dispatch  today  reports  Don  Nelson  as 
again  making  a  speech  portraying  the  horrors  to 
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come  in  our  civilian  life.  All  right,  Don,  we  can  take 
them,  when  and  as  they  come.  What  we  wish  you 
fellows  in  Washington  would  do  is  keep  your  en- 
ergies for  frightening  Japs. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  22 

The  death  of  Conde  Nast  reminds  me  of  one  of 
his  penetrating  sayings  which  I  always  greatly  be- 
lieved in.  A  pubHsher,  he  said,  is  only  a  name 
broker.  His  job  is  to  devise  an  editorial  appeal 
which  will  bring  together  a  list  of  a  certain  kind 
of  names,  access  to  which  he  can  then  sell  to  adver- 
tisers. Perhaps  only  an  ad  man  who  has  had  ex- 
perience testing  differ5nt  lists  of  names  with  direct 
mail  can  fully  appreciate  the  point  of  this.  But  I  al- 
ways thought  that  if  more  pubhshers  defined  their 
job  as  sharply,  and  more  publications  were  chosen 
on  the  list  of  names  basis,  advertising  would  be 
more  productive. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  23 

The  heart  of  every  advertisement,  of  course,  is 
the  proposition  it  makes  the  reader:  do  this  and  get 
that.  Theoretically,  it  is  the  manufacturer's  job  to 
devise  this  proposition  in  the  designing  of  his  prod- 
uct. But  products  tend  to  remain  static,  while  mar- 
kets tend  to  be  highly  dynamic.  So  more  often  than 
not  the  ad  man  finds  himself  forced  to  develop  a 
new  proposition  into  which  the  product  can  be 
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fitted,  or  to  which  it  can  be  reshaped.  In  doing  so 
he  becomes,  in  fact,  the  interpreter  of  the  pubUc  to 
the  manufacturer,  the  true  consumer  representative. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  24 

Spent  this  morning  with  one  of  my  mail  order 
chents,  shucking  the  incoming  mail.  There  is  no  fun 
Hke  it.  From  the  customers'  letters  I  get  a  feel  for 
the  proposition  which  nothing  else  will  give  me. 
And  from  the  handling  of  checks,  money  orders, 
and  currency  I  get  the  only  balm  there  is  for  the 
copywriters'  itch  for  orders. 

Friday  .  .  .  September  25 

How  much  of  the  actor  must  there  be  in  the 
copywriter?  In  the  mail  I  handled  yesterday  there 
was  a  letter  from  a  prominent  citizen  of  New  York, 
addressed  to  the  fictitious  character  I  had  created 
for  this  chent.  It  said:  **In  sending  you  the  enclosed 
order,  I  want  to  comphment  you  on  your  advertise- 
ment. It  was  honest,  it  was  frank,  it  was  refreshing. 
You  made  monkeys  out  of  all  the  self-instituted 
master  copywriters."  When  the  villain  is  hissed  may 
he  not  claim  a  convincing  performance? 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  26 

Talked  with  a  chain  store  fruit  buyer,  to  see  if 
he  would  handle  some  of  my  apple  crop.  Got  an 
order  from  him  for  early  delivery,  at  a  fair  price. 
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The  chains  have  very  smartly  learned  that  the  lo- 
cal producer  is  a  good  friend  to  have. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  27 

Called  from  my  Sunday  reflections  by  a  long  dis- 
tance query  whether  I  would  take  a  job  with  one 
of  the  Washington  war  agencies.  Find  myself  sorely 
perplexed  how  to  answer.  We  all  know  that  our 
lives  themselves  are  on  call.  But  this  particular 
agency  is  in  a  mess.  Its  organization  is  bad.  It  has 
already  broken  the  reputations  and  spirits  of  many 
men,  and  wiU  break  more.  I  would  rather  fight  this 
war  on  any  front  than  the  Washington  one.  I  must 
sleep  on  it. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  28 

The  question  as  to  my  taking  a  job  in  Washington 
decided  for  me,  thank  the  Lord,  by  my  sponsor's 
discovery  that  I  am  persona  non  grata  to  certain 
influential  New  Dealers.  It  is  said  that  I  have  slept 
too  often  in  the  bed  of  Big  Business. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  29 

Studying  the  records  of  an  **on  approval**  offer 
today,  I  uncovered  the  hard  fact  that  ministers  of 
the  gospel  are  among  the  poorest  risks.  They  seem 
to  take  too  literally  that  line  about  the  forgiveness 
of  debts. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  September  30 

A  Washington  newspaper  tried  to  do  away  with 
its  society  column;  Time  says  the  day  of  the  social- 
ite (a  term  it  invented)  is  over;  The  New  Yorker 
seems  to  agree;  and  a  popular  motion  picture  is 
built  around  the  resentment  of  ordinary  EngHsh- 
men  to  their  upper  crust.  These  are  signs  of  the 
times  which  might  seem  to  indicate  a  passing  of  the 
snob  appeal,  of  society  women  testimonials,  and 
such.  But  I  have  my  doubts  whether  it  is  more 
than  a  spell  of  cloudy  weather.  Every  society  which 
the  anthropologists  have  ever  studied  has  had  its 
elite,  whose  doings  were  a  matter  of  great  curiosity 
to  the  rest.  Even  in  Russia  today  the  engineers  seem 
to  be  developing  into  such  a  class. 
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October,  1942 


Thursday  .  .  .  October  1 

Talked  with  a  competitor  who  has  built  a  fine 
reputation  as  an  interpreter  of  the  pubHc  service 
side  of  business.  But  he  was  bemoaning  his  inabil- 
ity to  get  and  hold  package  goods  accounts.  Tried 
to  console  him  with  the  classic  example  of  a  great 
reputation  in  one  field  proving  a  handicap  in  an- 
other, namely,  when  Mark  Twain  had  to  publish 
his  cherished  life  of  Joan  D'Arc  under  another  pen 
name,  in  order  to  have  it  taken  seriously. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  2 

Presented  a  new  campaign  to  a  chent  today  and 
he  didn  t  like  it.  He  couldn't  tell  me  why,  but  in- 
stead began  trying  to  tell  me  how  to  make  the  ads 
over.  This  is  one  route  to  poor  advertising.  A  manu- 
factiurer  usually  has  an  inarticulate  "feel"  for  his 
business  which  will  tell  him  when  an  ad  is  wrong. 
In  such  cases  the  agent's  job  is  to  bore  in  and  find 
the  roots  of  that  feeling.  Once  he  has,  he  is  quite 
likely  to  know  best  how  to  make  the  ads  right. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  October  3 

Spent  the  morning  nailing  shocks  into  apple 
boxes,  out  in  the  dappled  sunlight  and  shadows  of 
the  orchard.  As  pleasant  work  as  a  man  could  have, 
with  the  pungent  resin  smell  of  the  boxes  in  his 
nostrils,  and  the  fine  October  sky  overhead. 


Sunday  .  .  .  October  4 

Pondering  further  on  the  place  of  the  elite,  it  oc- 
curred to  me  that  in  all  this  talk  about  "freedoms," 
the  one  that  nobody  promises  is  the  freedom  to 
complete  social  equality  with  your  neighbor.  Both 
Democracy  and  Christianity  originally  implied  that 
promise,  but  neither  was  able  to  fulfill  it.  Economic 
equality,  political  equality,  and  even  equahty  in  the 
sight  of  God  are  as  nothing  when  they  come  up 
against  that  intangible  but  powerful  thing  called 
social  status— as  every  woman  knows. 


Monday  .  .  .  October  5 

Washington  oflBcials  continue  to  bare  their  teeth 
at  the  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  of  business.  Today 
I  counted  three  dire  predictions  in  the  morning 
headlines,  and  read  several  more  in  a  Washington 
news-letter.  Sure,  things  are  going  to  get  tougher 
and  tougher;  but  we  could  meet  the  real  problems 
with  steadier  nerves  if  there  weren't  so  many  big, 
bad  wolves  making  faces  in  the  dark. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  October  6 

Today  I  was  getting  out  a  piece  of  fine  printed 
matter— a  reproduction  of  a  rare  object  of  art,  in- 
tended to  be  preserved  as  such.  I  had  helping  me 
a  first  rate  art  director  and  upper  case  typographer. 
It  might  be  supposed  that  with  such  talent  and  ex- 
perience as  the  three  of  us  possessed  we  could  have 
gone  direct  to  the  creative  mark,  and  produced  the 
final  and  perfect  form  at  first  trial.  But  it  took  a 
dozen  dummies  before  we  were  satisfied  to  let  one 
go  to  the  printer.  Inspiration  and  flair  are  great 
qualities  in  this  business,  but  for  real  results  give 
me  the  man  who  never  quits  trying. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  7 

Visiting  this  evening  in  the  home  of  a  couple 
with  young  children,  I  heard  the  wife  say:  "Sunday 
is  such  a  long  day;  let's  plan  now  something  to  do 
on  this  coming  one."  A  very  significant  remark,  I 
thought,  and  an  expression  of  what  milHons  feel 
among  our  urban  families.  With  the  Sunday  auto- 
mobile ride  passing  out,  what  have  you  to  oflFer 
against  the  tedium  of  the  American  Sunday,  Mr. 
Advertiser?  Perhaps  this  is  the  chance  for  our 
chm-ches  to  modernize  their  appeal  and  stage  a 
come-back. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  8 

It  is  interesting  to  observe  the  difiFering  eflFects 
of  the  war  on  the  human  spirit.  I  find  some  clients 
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who  are  already  spiritually  licked  by  the  mounting 
difficulties  they  face.  But  today  I  hstened  to  one 
present  to  his  board  of  directors  a  plan  for  a  new 
and  farseeing  development  of  their  business— one 
which  required  a  large  investment  now  for  post- 
war fruition.  Its  reception  demonstrated  again  the 
magic  truth  in  Daniel  Bumham's  phrase:  Make  no 
little  plans, 

Friday  .  .  .  October  9 

The  degree  to  which  advertising  is  now  under- 
stood and  accepted  as  an  essential  tool  of  business 
would  amaze  a  practitioner  of  twenty  years  ago. 
Today  I  talked  with  a  cUent  who  literally  has  no 
selling  problem;  all  he  has  to  do  is  to  allocate  to 
his  distributors  that  part  of  his  production  which 
the  Army  has  not  taken.  Yet  he  told  me  that  his  di- 
rectors, including  a  banker,  had  approved  a  recom- 
mendation of  mine  for  the  doubling  of  their  appro- 
priation. Prelude  to  a  pleasant  week-end! 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  10 

Gave  my  annual  cider-making  party  at  the  farm. 
Long  ago  learned  that  week-end  guests  are  hap- 
piest when  kept  at  work.  An  old-fashioned,  hand 
cider  press  and  bushels  of  apple  culls  are  ideal  for 
the  purpose.  Each  guest  departs  with  his  own  gal- 
lon jugful,  pleased  as  Punch  with  himself.  And  I 
contemplate  the  barrel  in  my  cellar  with  equal  sat- 
isfaction. 
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Sunday  ,  .  .  October  11 

Dipped  into  one  of  the  Unity  of  Science  series 
being  issued  by  the  University  of  Chicago.  Most  of 
it  beyond  me— which  convinced  me  again  that  sci- 
ence needs  englishing  by  ad  men.  But  one  section 
on  the  part  which  controlled  experiments  have 
played  in  the  development  of  the  physical  sciences 
proved  extremely  interesting.  We  will  never  bring 
a  real  science  of  advertising  into  being  until  we 
find  better  ways  to  use  this  experimental  technique. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  12 

Lunched  today  with  a  chent  of  many  years  stand- 
ing, who  got  to  reminiscing  about  this  and  that. 
Among  other  things,  we  reviewed  with  satisfaction 
the  great  development  of  a  new  product  which  I 
had  first  suggested  to  him  several  years  ago.  With 
a  perfectly  straight  face,  and  complete  sincerity,  he 
said:  **Yes,  it  has  been  a  great  success.  I  have  often 
wondered  how  I  ever  came  to  have  such  a  good 
idea." 

Tuesday  .  .  .  October  13 

Went  into  the  New  York  office  of  another  agent 
with  whom  I  am  cooperating  on  a  war  campaign, 
and  noted  on  his  wall  the  reproduction  of  a  por- 
trait of  William  H.  Johns.  This  is  the  second  one 
of  these  I  have  seen  in  agency  offices  other  than 
BBD&O.  I  know  of  no  other  agent  who  is  so  hon- 
ored by  his  competitors.  Years  ago,  when  Bill  Johns 
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was  the  head  of  the  George  Batten  Company,  I  be- 
came a  very  small  client  of  that  agency.  Going  out 
to  lunch  one  day  with  the  account  executive,  we 
met  Mr.  Johns  in  the  elevator,  and  I  was  introduced 
to  him  as  a  new  chent.  With  some  heat  he  turned 
on  the  account  man  and  said:  "Then  why  haven  1 1 
met  Mr.  Young  before?"  This  made  such  an  im- 
pression on  a  young  and  obscure  advertising  man- 
ager that  he  never  forgot  it,  and  never  had  any  dif- 
ficulty understanding  why  such  a  man  had  both 
the  respect  and  affection  of  his  trade. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  14 

Spent  the  day  in  Washington,  taking  advantage 
of  a  fortunate  opportunity  to  talk  off  the  record 
with  some  of  the  managers  of  our  war  machine. 
There  seems  to  be  no  doubt  that  we  are  making 
real  progress;  but  equally  there  is  no  doubt  that  we 
could  have  made  a  great  deal  more.  From  all  I  can 
learn  I  cannot  escape  the  conclusion  that  most  of 
our  failures  stem  directly  from  the  congenital  un- 
willingness of  the  President  to  delegate  power  and 
authority  along  with  responsibihty.  But  no  one 
whose  voice  has  carrying  power  seems  willing  to 
say  this— and  that  is  disturbing.  It  smacks  too  much 
of  the  King  can  do  no  wrong, 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  15 

Started  out  on  a  day  train  through  Virginia,  in 
order  to  see  what  war-time  travel  conditions  really 
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are.  Found  the  whole  countryside  awash  and  every 
stream  at  flood  from  three  days'  heavy  rain.  All  day 
we  inched  along,  past  stations  with  famous  Civil 
War  names,  and  across  rivers  carrying  tons  of  price- 
less top  soil  to  the  sea.  We  tend  to  think  of  erosion 
as  largely  a  western  problem,  but  this  northern  Vir- 
ginia country  shows  some  of  the  worst  I  have  seen. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  16 

Our  train  twenty-five  hours  late,  so  I  have  plenty 
of  time  to  observe  the  travelers  and  travel  condi- 
tions. We  carry  fifteen  cars,  mostly  day  coaches, 
heavily  weighted  with  soldiers  and  sailors  on  in- 
dividual jaunts.  Two  types  stand  out:  youths  of  the 
automobile  age,  who  have  practically  never  been 
on  a  train  before;  and  people  of  all  ages  who  have 
never  traveled  in  Pullmans  before,  and  are  obvious- 
ly unfamiliar  with  their  amenities. 


Saturday  .  .  .  October  17 

I  hated  to  do  it,  but  today  I  had  to  kill  a  striking 
new  campaign,  worked  out  in  my  absence  by  one 
of  oin:  writers  and  art  directors.  The  layouts  were 
fresh  and  interesting,  and  the  text  smoothly  writ- 
ten. But  the  ideas  were  feeble,  and  no  amount  of 
beautiful  expression  could  make  them  otherwise. 
The  old,  old  error  of  relying  on  form  instead  of 
substance. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  October  18 

Picked  up  Miriam  Beard's  **History  of  the  Busi- 
ness Man**  and  tried  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  to 
read  it.  Finally  decided  that  my  impatience  with 
it  was  due  to  a  certain  ghbness  with  which  the 
author  drew  deductions  from  second-  or  third-hand 
material.  This  set  up  a  desire  for  some  first-hand 
reporting,  so  looked  for  my  copy  of  Plutarch's 
*Xives/'  but  could  not  find  it,  and  picked  up  Bos- 
well's  "Life  of  Johnson  *  instead.  Read  this  with 
much  contentment  all  evening,  finding  many  a  bit 
in  it  useful  to  the  copywriter  who  would  study  how 
to  use  words  to  bring  a  subject  to  life. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  19 

If  a  man  sits  down,  as  I  did  this  evening,  to  list 
his  objectives— to  get  clearly  before  him  what  it  is 
he  is  trying  to  do  with  his  life  over  the  next  few 
years— he  must  inevitably  put  at  the  top  of  the  list: 
Help  win  the  war.  Until  he  has  polarized  his  think- 
ing with  regard  to  this  supreme  objective  he  can- 
not function  effectively  anywhere.  But  too  many 
men  in  advertising,  who  clearly  see  or  feel  this,  are 
jumping  too  quickly  to  the  conclusion  that  this 
means  abandoning  their  work  for  something  more 
directly  labeled  war.  Advertising,  too,  can  serve  in 
total  war,  and  skill  in  its  use  is  not  hghtly  to  be 
thrown  overboard  in  any  sensible  allocation  of 
manpower. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  October  20 

An  incident  in  our  oflBce  today  made  me  con- 
scious again  of  the  wide  gap  that  often  exists  be- 
tween employer  and  employe  psychology.  I  am  not 
a  Christian  Scientist,  but  on  this  I  would  go  with 
them:  that  as  a  man  thinketh  so  is  he.  To  begin 
your  rise  out  of  the  employe  class,  begin  to  think 
as  an  employer. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  21 

A  letter  from  a  cHent,  commenting  on  a  success- 
ful advertisement,  says  his  only  objection  is  that 
the  copy  is  too  long.  I  verily  believe  that  if  a  good 
advertisement  were  shown  to  a  newborn  babe  in 
his  crib  this  would  be  his  first  comment  on  it.  In 
short,  the  fear  of  long  copy  seems  to  be  congenital 
—and  persistent.  This  in  spite  of  the  facts  (a)  that 
people  buy  publications  solely  for  the  purpose  of 
reading;  and  (b)  that  every  direct  mail  advertiser 
has  proved  over  and  over  again  that  the  more  you 
tell  the  quicker  you  sell. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  22 

Looking  over  a  current  weekly  I  get  the  feehng 
that  we  are  still  producing  too  many  pages  which 
do  nothing  but  boast  of  Zilch's  contribution  to  the 
war.  This  is  dangerous  to  the  whole  advertising 
structure.  Every  one  of  these  pages  ought  to  be  put 
to  work  speeding  the  pubHc's  adjustments  to  war- 
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time  living.  On  that  course  advertising  is  unassail- 
able. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  23 

Lunching  with  a  sales  manager,  it  was  brought 
home  to  me  how  the  shortage  in  many  kinds  of 
consumers'  goods  is  now  bringing  about  a  sort  of 
unconscious  acceptance  of  the  principles  of  selec- 
tive selHng,  which  many  companies  formerly  re- 
sisted. The  desirable  but  hard-to-sell  dealers,  whom 
their  salesmen  always  tended  to  dodge,  are  now 
crying  for  goods;  and  many  a  line  is  getting  place- 
ment in  stores  which  it  had  coveted  for  years.  The 
smart  boys  will  see  this  as  an  opportunity  which 
they  may  never  have  again,  and  will  adjust  their 
distribution  program  accordingly. 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  24 

Grey  and  cold  at  the  farm,  with  snow  signals 
flying  in  the  sky.  But  the  frost  is  on  the  pumpkin 
and  the  fodder  in  the  bam.  The  apples  are  all 
picked,  packed,  and  stored.  The  hogs  seem  deter- 
mined to  overcome  the  drop  in  prices.  And  the 
elected  turkey  is  fattening  in  his  pen.  In  short, 
every  sight  begins  to  spell  that  most  spontaneous 
of  all  the  holy  days,  Thanksgiving. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  25 

Every  artist  knows  that  sunlight  can  only  be  pic- 
tured with  shadows.  And  every  good  biographer 
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shows  us,  as  Boswell  did,  that  only  the  faults  of  a 
great  man  make  him  real  to  us.  But  in  advertising 
we  are  afraid  of  this  principle,  hence  less  convinc- 
ing than  we  might  be.  The  most  extraordinary  re- 
sponse I  ever  got  to  an  ad  was  when  I  offered  a 
second-hand  motor  car  for  sale,  and  judiciously 
described  its  defects  as  well  as  its  virtues. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  26 

In  this  time  of  profound  emotional  tension  it  is 
natural  that  there  should  be  a  reaching  for  lofty 
themes  in  advertising.  But  I  wonder  whether  we 
may  not  be  overdoing  it.  I  observe  (1)  that  at  the 
very  time  when  cloth  needs  saving,  women  all  the 
way  from  Vogue  to  Montgomery  Ward  develop  a 
cape  style  of  wearing  coats  which  flaunts  the  use- 
lessness  of  sleeves;  (2)  that  even  the  boys  on  the 
bombing  fronts  still  want  to  know  the  sports  scores; 
and  (3)  that  most  of  my  middle-aged  friends  are 
still  worrying  about  their  waistlines.  So  maybe  the 
homely  things  are  still  worth  dealing  with.  As  the 
beer  people  say,  morale  is  a  lot  of  httle  things. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  October  27 

Lunching  with  a  pubHsher,  we  talked  about  the 
rise  and  fall  of  different  magazines  over  the  last 
quarter  of  a  century.  Perhaps  nothing  else  illus- 
trates so  well  the  economic  maxim  that  "wealth  is 
a  flow  and  not  a  fund."  Successful  pubhshing  prop- 
erties are  built  by  men  with  dynamic  instincts  for 
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the  flow  of  things.  Their  decline  begins  when  they 
fall  into  the  hands  of  corporations  controlled  by 
counting  house  brains,  whose  instincts  are  for  pre- 
serving the  funds.  This  stops  the  flow,  and  the 
wealth  seeps  away,  no  man  knows  how. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  28 

Telephoned  by  a  mighty  hunter  to  come  and  eat 
some  pheasants  which  he  had  brought  home  from 
North  Dakota;  but  had  to  take  a  train  out  of  town 
instead.  I  never  cease  to  be  astounded  at  the  rela- 
tively high  percentage  of  his  income  this  man  will 
spend  on  his  hunting  trips  and  equipment.  The  worst 
nickel  pinchers  I  know  are  the  same  when  it  comes 
to  any  hobby.  If  I  wanted  a  business  that  would 
withstand  the  fall  of  empires  I  think  I  would  pick 
one  in  the  hobby  field. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  29 

Made  a  presentation  to  a  prospective  advertiser 
who  wants  to  start  a  new  brand  in  an  already  well 
supplied  field.  But  it  is  a  field  which  is  slowly  ex- 
panding through  natural  causes,  and  it  is  probable 
that  another  brand  can  find  a  place  in  it.  Especially 
if,  as  I  suspect  is  true  in  this  case,  the  cost  of  entry 
is  reduced  by  the  present  tax  situation. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  30 

Now  comes  the  open  season  for  the  great  Ameri- 
can sport  of  speech  making.  Invitations  to  make 
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speeches  and  to  listen  to  speeches  pour  in.  Person- 
ally I  like  to  hear  myself  talk.  I  hke  that  first  moment 
when  I  wait  for  the  audience  to  coalesce  and  come 
to  me.  And  I  hke  that  last  moment,  when  they  are 
held  in  suspense  on  a  high  note,  and  then  dismissed 
to  the  rehef  of  applause.  It  is  only  the  birth  pangs 
which  I  know  I  will  have  in  preparing  a  talk  which 
keep  me  from  indulging  this  taste  for  histrionics. 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  31 

Returning  from  the  movies  this  afternoon  I  thought 
how  Hke  they  are  in  some  ways  to  advertising.  The 
exaggerations  which  people  complain  of  in  both  are 
not  so  much  due  to  an  intent  to  deceive,  as  they 
are  to  a  lack  of  skill  in  striking  the  true  note.  Cam- 
era men  and  ad  men  alike  hve  too  much  on  the  sur- 
face of  their  callings,  and  lean  too  heavily  on  the 
tricks  of  their  trade.  Only  as  they  send  their  roots 
down  into  the  subsoil  of  life  itself  do  they  learn  not 
to  do  violence  to  its  integrity. 
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November^  1942 


Sunday  .  .  .  November  1 

Read  with  interest  that  piece  in  the  Readei^s 
Digest  about  long  range  weather  forecasting.  I  have 
noted  here  before  the  importance  of  factors  affect- 
ing receptivity  to  our  messages,  and  weather  is 
probably  one  of  the  important  ones.  We  all  recog- 
nize this  when  a  dealer  puts  up  a  window  sticker 
for  raincoats  on  a  rainy  day;  or  when  Aunt  Jemima 
says  "I'se  in  town,  honey!"  on  a  frosty  morning.  But 
I  suspect  that  if  careful  records  were  kept  of  varia- 
tions in  weather  and  advertising  response,  they 
would  be  found  to  correlate  on  a  good  many  more 
products  than  we  think. 

Monday  .  .  .  November  2 

Harried  all  day  by  problems  arising  from  the  sud- 
denly imposed  salary  limitation  orders.  Two  im- 
portant radio  contracts  about  to  be  signed  are  com- 
pletely up  in  the  air  because  no  lawyer  seems  to 
know  how  to  interpret  the  orders  in  apphcation  to 
them.  An  art  director  with  a  tempting  offer  from 
another  agency  wonders  whether  he  can  ever  earn 
as  much  here,  and  I  can't  tell  him.  Rumors  reach 
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me  of  similar  unsettlements  among  other  sta£F  peo- 
ple. The  Lord  knows  I  am  in  no  mood  to  vote  to- 
morrow for  a  continuance  of  such  administrative 
ineptitude. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  3 

Lunched  with  a  friend  whose  firm,  greatly  ex- 
panded with  war  work,  now  has  forty  thousand  em- 
ployes. The  appalHng  problem  they  will  face  in 
keeping  these  people  employed  in  the  post-war  pe- 
riod now  begins  to  worry  them.  The  fact  that  such 
firms  are  showing  a  sense  of  social  responsibility  for 
this  problem  is  one  of  the  most  hopeful  signs  I  see. 
Advertising  men  who  wonder  what  contribution 
they  are  making  to  the  war  effort  itself  might  well 
look  to  this  collateral  problem  for  their  answer. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  4 

The  defeat  of  Senator  Norris  reminds  me  of  a  day 
I  lunched  with  him  in  the  Senate  restaurant,  and 
heard  him  say:  "All  I  hope  for  is  to  serve  long 
enough  to  see  the  money  taken  away  from  the  men 
who  have  too  much,  and  distributed  to  my  people." 
This  sincere  old  man,  too,  failed  to  grasp  that  wealth 
is  a  flow,  and  not  a  fund.  Like  so  many  New  Dealers 
he  wanted  to  treat  it  as  a  fixed  sum  to  be  divided 
up.  In  the  attempts  to  do  so  he  discouraged  the 
flow  and  all  the  spreading  blessings  thereof. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  November  5 

Watching  an  advertiser  sit  on  the  edge  of  his 
chair  as  the  results  of  a  market  survey  were  pre- 
sented to  him,  I  reahzed  how  eternal  springs  the 
hope  that  this  kind  of  mechanism  will  furnish  all 
the  answers.  But  it  never  does.  Useful  as  such  work 
is  in  telling  us  what  people  are  doing,  there  still  re- 
mains the  problems  of  why  they  do  it,  and  how  to 
disturb  their  doings.  Only  creative  imaginations  can 
find  the  answers. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  6 

When  my  friend  Langdon  Mitchell,  the  play- 
wright, was  a  young  man  he  took  one  of  his  plays 
to  Mrs.  Fiske,  the  leading  actress  of  her  day.  Hav- 
ing sweated  over  its  writing  for  a  year  or  more  he 
was  appalled  to  have  her  say:  "Now,  Mr.  Mitchell, 
this  is  all  right  except  the  third  act.  Run  around  the 
comer  to  the  saloon  and  fix  that  up,  and  come  back 
in  a  couple  of  hours."  Having  to  do  it,  he  did;  and 
the  play  was  a  great  success.  Writers  who  demand 
the  perfect  surroundings  are  kidding  themselves.  I 
have  always  been  glad  myself  that,  in  my  first  copy- 
writing  job,  I  had  to  work  in  a  large  open  room, 
with  all  the  confusion  of  a  general  oflBce  around  me. 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  7 

Brought  in  a  box  of  my  Golden  Delicious  apples 
from  the  farm  and  sampled  them  among  various 
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friends.  The  first  crisp  bite,  and  the  juice  running 
down  the  lips,  sells  them.  The  real  contribution  we 
city  fellows  can  make  to  farming  is  in  insisting  on 
high  production  standards,  practices,  and  controls  to 
produce  a  quality  product.  I  find  few  farmers  who 
have  the  rigid  manufacturing  viewpoint  of  my  best 
clients. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  8 

At  last,  from  North  Africa,  comes  news  which  in- 
dicates that  we  have  a  real  plan  for  winning  this 
war.  This  gives  me  more  cheer  than  even  the  Egyp- 
tian victory.  As  one  of  our  greatest  advertisers  used 
to  say:  **A  weak  pohcy  strongly  pursued  is  better 
than  no  policy  at  all,  or  than  a  strong  policy  weakly 
pursued.** 

Monday  .  .  .  November  9 

Today  I  spent  more  than  two  hours  trying  to  keep 
an  effective  campaign  from  being  spoiled.  Every- 
body agreed  that  it  had  been  wonderful  as  it  had 
been  running.  Nobody  would  think  of  changing  its 
basic  plan  or  appeal.  But  couldn't  this  part  just  be 
expanded  a  little;  couldn't  this  new  element  be 
added?  And  so  on,  in  a  dozen  different  ways.  Oh 
these  foxes,  these  little  foxes  that  eat  away  the 
vines! 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  10 

Talked  with  an  English  advertising  man,  whom  I 
had  met  in  London,  who  has  been  sent  here,  not  to 
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make  propaganda,  but  to  explore  the  causes  of  mis- 
understandings between  us.  Nothing  is  more  im- 
portant now  and  for  the  post-war  period  than  friend- 
ship and  mutual  respect  among  the  English-speak- 
ing peoples.  I  should  be  sorry  to  be  thought  lacking 
in  such  feehngs,  as  one  of  my  Canadian  readers  re- 
cently thought  I  was.  As  it  happens,  I  am  a  great 
admirer  of  Enghsh  hfe  and  people;  but  I  do  think 
they  have  some  mannerisms,  attitudes,  and  customs 
which  are  not  calculated  to  win  friends  and  influ- 
ence people,  and  about  which  their  best  friends 
might  tell  them.  Anyhow,  that  is  what  this  man  said 
he  wanted  to  know,  so  I  took  him  at  his  word. 

Wednesdo)^ .  .  .  November  11 

Learned  today  that  we  have  lost  from  our  ranks 
my  old  friend  "Dinkie''  Dallis,  best  known  and  best 
loved  advertising  man  of  the  deep  South.  He  started, 
as  did  so  many  of  our  older  generation,  as  a  news- 
paper man.  As  a  cub  reporter  on  the  old  Atlanta 
Constitution  he  scooped  the  world  on  the  assassina- 
tion of  President  McKinley.  He  always  knew  a  story 
when  he  saw  one,  and  could  always  tell  one  with 
the  art  of  the  born  raconteur.  Be  sure  to  tell  St. 
Peter  that  one  about  the  female  Holy  Roller,  Dinkie. 

Thursday  .  .  .  November  12 

At  breakfast  in  a  crowded  diner,  coming  into  Chi- 
cago from  New  York,  there  sat  down  opposite  me 
a  boyish  fellow  in  a  well-worn  uniform.  On  his 
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breast  was  the  insignia  of  the  Royal  Air  Force,  but 
on  his  left  shoulder  was  U.S.A.  For  over  a  year  he 
had  been  one  of  the  Spitfire  fighters,  but  all  he 
would  talk  about  was  how  the  London  blackout  got 
on  his  nerves.  Now  he  was  transferring  to  our  naval 
aviation,  and  had  ten  days'  leave  to  see  his  folks  in 
Colorado.  So  we  parted.  But  just  for  this  moment  I 
brushed  the  wing  of  one  of  that  gallant  few  to 
whom  so  many  of  us,  as  well  as  the  Enghsh,  owe  so 
much. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  13 

Received  a  copy  of  the  Mead  bill,  recently  intro- 
duced in  the  Senate,  which  advertising  men  might 
well  study.  This  bill  declares  it  to  be  the  pohcy  of 
the  United  States  to  maintain  small  independent 
businesses  of  the  coimtry,  and  directs  the  Secretary 
of  Commerce  to  set  up  personnel  to  conduct  re- 
search for,  and  counsel  with,  small  business  owners 
on  such  problems  as  location,  manufacturing  proc- 
esses, distribution,  domestic  and  foreign  markets, 
merchandising,  accounting,  etc.,  etc.  All  at  an  esti- 
mated cost  of  $10,000,000  to  begin  vidth.  Such  a  pro- 
posal raises  many  questions.  For  example:  Do  we 
want  to  maintain  small  business  in  the  distribution 
field  even  if  larger  ones  prove  they  can  lower  the 
cost  of  marketing? 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  14 

A  fine  frosty  morning  and  a  clear  sky  overhead, 
so  took  my  gun  and  my  old  dog  Butch  to  beat  the 
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hedge  rows  and  coverts  in  my  and  the  neighbors' 
fields.  I  am  not  much  of  a  shot,  and  do  not  have  that 
zest  for  the  kill  which  makes  a  mighty  hunter.  But 
we  came  home  with  enough  for  the  pot  to  gladden 
the  heart  of  the  meat  rationer,  and  with  the  best  of 
appetites  to  enjoy  it. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  15 

Started  reading  Peter  Drucker*s  "Future  of  Indus- 
trial Man/'  having  gotten  so  much  out  of  his  earlier 
book  on  "The  End  of  Economic  Man."  The  future  of 
advertising  depends  so  much  on  how  we  solve  the 
problems  these  books  discuss,  and  Drucker  is  such 
a  refreshing  thinker  about  them,  that  I  consider  him 
required  reading.  In  fact,  I  am  grateful  to  Hitler  for 
driving  this  young  Austrian  over  here. 

Monday  ,  .  .  November  16 

The  North  African  affair  brings  ancient  Carth- 
age back  into  the  news,  and  the  Roman  Senator 
who  kept  hammering  home:  "Carthage  must  be  de- 
stroyed." If  I  remember  correctly,  it  took  him  some 
twenty  years  of  such  repetition  to  get  results.  In 
contrast,  when  Hannibal,  the  Carthaginian  general, 
wanted  to  get  his  army  across  the  supposedly  im- 
passable Alps  to  attack  Rome,  he  said  to  his  troops, 
in  effect:  "Boys,  across  the  Alps  hes  Italy,  with  its 
fertile  fields  and  sunny  plains.  There  is  wine,  and 
women  and  loot.  Let's  go!"  And  they  went,  right 
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then  .  .  .  Such  is  the  difference  between  a  slogan 
and  a  good  piece  of  selling  copy. 

.  Tuesday  .  .  .  November  17 

One  of  the  signs  of  the  improved  position  of  ad- 
vertising with  business  managements  is  the  improve- 
ment in  the  cahber  of  advertising  managers  and  di- 
rectors. It  used  to  be  that  the  good  men  who  devel- 
oped in  this  field  were  rather  quickly  drawn  off  into 
agencies.  But  that  does  not  appear  to  be  so  true  to- 
day. We  now  have  numerous  companies  which  have 
placed  their  advertising  directors  up  among  the  top 
management  group,  with  a  resulting  increase  in  dig- 
nities and  rewards  which  proves  attractive  to  first 
rate  men. 


Wednesday  .  .  .  November  18 

Scanning  some  expense  accounts  today  I  noticed, 
as  I  long  have,  that  the  cost  of  entertaining  clients 
does  not  vary  so  much  by  clients  as  it  does  by 
agency  representatives.  Some  representatives  just 
have  a  natural  taste  for  night  hfe  which  clients  fur- 
nish an  excuse  for  cultivating.  And  I  have  observed 
over  the  years  that  the  less  sure  a  man  is  of  having 
something  within  himself  to  deliver,  the  more  he 
depends  on  the  Great  White  Way.  In  fact,  excessive 
entertainment  accounts  are  now  to  me  a  symptom 
of  a  man  so  weak  he  should  be  gotten  rid  of. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  November  19 

Today  I  was  solicited  to  take  an  active  part  in 
the  state  afiFairs  of  the  revived  RepubHcan  party. 
But  both  by  temperament  and  conviction  I  am  and 
always  will  be  a  mugwump  in  pohtics.  I  hold  that 
the  constant  effort  of  the  advertising  man  should  be 
to  train  his  mind  to  complete  objectivity  in  the  scru- 
tiny of  social  trends  and  forces  of  every  kind.  It  is 
hard  enough  to  do  this  at  the  best,  without  adding 
the  handicap  of  pohtical  partisanship. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  20 

A  well-known  agency  man,  who  has  been  very 
successful,  told  me  today  that  he  had  tried  to  write 
down  what  reasons  there  were,  besides  vanity  and 
greed,  why  he  should  not  retire.  He  could  think  of 
none.  As  he  thinks  further,  of  course,  he  will  find 
the  real  reason  is  the  desire  to  use  the  powers  which 
he  has  developed  within  himself;  to  do  his  stuff,  as 
we  say.  This  is  a  psychological  urge  from  which  he 
will  never  escape. 

Saturday  ,  .  .  November  21 

Gradually  the  situation  with  regard  to  the  gov- 
ernment use  of  advertising  seems  to  be  clarifying 
itself,  thanks  to  the  joint  efforts  of  OWI  and  the 
Advertising  Council.  There  are  big  jobs  to  be  done; 
and  for  the  present,  at  least,  industry  will  have  to  do 
them,  insofar  as  financing  is  concerned.  But  the  ac- 
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tual  work  load  will  fall  mostly  on  the  agencies,  and 
no  agency  man  who  isn  t  drafted  will  need  to  go 
looking  for  war  work  elsewhere. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  22 

Visited  with  an  advertising  man  who  has  worked 
for  years  in  a  Latin  American  country.  He  told  me 
that  it  was  easy  in  most  cases  to  adapt  a  successful 
campaign  here  to  use  there.  Differences  in  lan- 
guage, mechanics,  and  customs  have  to  be  taken 
care  of,  but  the  basic  idea  and  appeal  can  often  be 
the  same.  This  checks  with  my  own  observations 
abroad.  In  every  country  I  have  seen,  women  want 
to  be  beautiful  and  men  want  to  make  money;  and 
advertising  often  speaks  the  true  universal  lan- 
guage. 

Monday  .  .  .  November  23 

There  is  an  intangible  but  very  important  ele- 
ment in  any  good  piece  of  copy  which  too  seldom 
gets  the  consideration  it  deserves.  This  is  the  im- 
pact of  the  personahty  of  the  writer  upon  the  reader. 
Radio,  more  than  any  other  medium,  demonstrates 
quite  clearly  how  powerful  a  sales  force  this  person- 
ahty-plus  may  be.  In  printed  copy  it  must  be  trans- 
mitted largely  through  the  writer's  choice  of  words, 
and  through  his  rhythm.  Few  advertisers  seem  to 
understand  this,  and  do  not  know  how  often  they 
edit  this  valuable  ingredient  out  of  copy. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  November  24 

There  is  one  group  in  this  business  which  is  deep- 
ly disturbed  by  the  income-hmitation  philosophy. 
It  is  made  up  of  those  who,  with  ten  to  fifteen  years' 
apprenticeship  behind  them,  have  just  reached  the 
place  where  the  next  ten  years  might  bring  them 
economic  security.  Now  they  wonder  whether  that 
chance  is  gone  for  their  hfetime,  and  what  the  sub- 
stitutes for  that  hope  are. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  25 

En  route  this  evening  to  the  old  homestead  in 
Ohio,  for  the  Thanksgiving  week-end.  The  train  lit- 
erally sold  out,  with  customers  standing  in  the  aisles 
of  all  the  coaches.  Apparently  many  felt  as  I  did— 
that  this  might  be  the  last  chance  for  a  family  get- 
together  for  some  time  to  come. 

Thursday  .  .  .  November  26 
Sighted  turkey.  Sank  same. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  27 

In  Cincinnati  found  the  first  day  of  Christmas 
shopping  going  full  blast.  The  merchants  had  given 
the  downtown  streets  a  festive  air,  and  the  public 
had  responded.  TraflSc  seemed  to  be  on  a  pre- 
rationing  spree;  sidewalks  were  crowded;  stores 
packed;  and  the  hotels  full  of  pretty  girls  and  uni- 
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forms.  At  a  newsstand  I  heard  a  woman  ask:  "Have 
you  any  magazines  that  are  not  full  of  war  stories?*' 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  28 

Took  the  Morgan  mare  for  a  morning  ride  along 
the  river  road.  She  is  not  as  young  as  she  used  to 
be,  but  her  spirit  is  as  willing  and  her  disposition 
as  sweet  as  ever—qualities  which,  in  the  long  haul, 
add  up  to  more  than  youth  and  beauty,  in  either  a 
horse  or  a  woman. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  29 

I  believe  that  one  of  the  deep-nmning  currents  of 
our  time  is  a  sort  of  emotional  revolt  against  the 
machine  age.  While  individually  we  want  the  con- 
veniences it  has  brought  us,  there  are  millions  who 
have  a  sort  of  terror  at  what  the  assembly  line  has 
done  to  their  hves.  Hence  a  nostalgia  for  the  things 
that  symbolize  a  simpler  day,  such  as  farms,  hand 
craftsmanship,  and  Early  American  designs.  When 
an  advertiser  taps  such  an  underground  current  he 
gets  a  sure  flow  of  business;  and  I  wonder  why  more 
have  not  divined  the  existence  of  this  one. 

Monday  .  .  .  November  30 

Spent  some  time  this  evening  studying  report  No. 
53  in  the  Continuing  Study  of  Newspaper  Read- 
ing. In  the  paper  checked  tiiere  were  twelve  small 
reader-type  medical  ads,  and  each  of  these  got  a 
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reader  rating  of  only  1%  of  the  men  and  1%  of  the 
women.  Yet  it  is  probable  that  every  one  of  these 
ads  is  a  tested  seller  of  merchandise,  without  the 
aid  of  any  other  selling  force.  One  of  them,  which 
I  happen  to  know  about,  has  been  running  without 
change  for  more  than  three  years,  and  has  made  a 
marked  increase  in  the  sales  of  its  product.  The  de- 
duction would  seem  to  be  that  such  ads  get  a  read- 
ing only  from  that  small  group  with  the  specific  ail- 
ments featured;  but  that  they  sell  so  e£Fectively 
among  this  group  as  to  pay  a  profit. 
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December^  1942 


Tuesday  .  .  .  December  1 

An  advertiser,  not  a  client,  asked  today  for  the 
name  of  the  man  who  had  written  a  particular  se- 
ries of  ads  which  he  admired.  It  was  impossible  to 
tell  him,  because  the  series  as  a  whole  was  a  group 
product.  While  one  man  conceived  the  basic  idea, 
three  others  wrote  individual  pieces  in  the  series; 
a  research  assistant  dug  up  material  for  them;  an 
art  director  dramatized  the  presentation;  and  a  type 
man  styled  it.  In  this  process  the  whole  group  cross- 
fertihzed  one  another,  and  the  resulting  product  is 
undoubtedly  better  than  any  one  of  the  group  alone 
could  have  produced. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  2 

Lunched  today  with  a  man  whom  I  first  knew,  a 
good  many  years  ago,  as  an  agency  copywriter.  Now 
he  is  the  head  of  a  big  and  successful  manufactur- 
ing company,  marketing  many  advertised  products. 
Sometimes  advertising  men  are  accused  of  being 
incapable  of  understanding  any  other  than  the  pro- 
motional side  of  business.  But  this  man,  without  los- 
ing his  very  keen  instinct  for  the  pubHc's  reactions, 
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has  become  a  broad  gauged  executive,  with  a  pro- 
nounced flair  for  the  management  of  men,  materials, 
and  money. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  3 

A  friend  from  Washington  dropped  in,  and  we 
fell  to  discussing  the  senatorial  ambitions  of  a  poli- 
tician whom  we  both  knew.  I  suggested  that  he  had 
the  first  requisite  for  a  successful  senator,  namely, 
the  complete  lack  of  a  sense  of  humor.  My  friend 
thought  this  a  httle  rough  on  senators,  but  when  I 
asked  him  to  name  three  with  a  sense  of  humor  he, 
who  knows  them  all,  proved  unable  to  do  so. 

Friday  .  .  .  December  4 

Busy  all  day  with  voluntary  advertising  work  for 
one  of  the  government  agencies.  Unfortunately,  it 
has  to  pass  through  the  hands  of  a  former  news- 
paper man,  who  is  their  public  relations  director. 
Our  top  government  oflBcials  do  not  understand  that 
most  such  men  not  only  do  not  know  anything 
about  the  techniques  of  advertising,  but  are  often 
prejudiced  against  its  use.  This  is  the  hardest  hurdle 
advertising  has  to  get  over  in  making  a  contribution 
to  the  war  effort. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  5 

A  correspondent  takes  me  to  task  for  an  awkward 
construction  in  a  sentence  recently  pubhshed  here. 
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I  am  afraid  he  is  correct.  I  learned  to  write  by  ear, 
and  have  never  been  too  sure  of  the  rules  of  syntax 
and  grammar.  Even  when  I  do  know  them,  I  often 
violate  them— if  I  think  that  color,  force,  or  rhythm 
can  be  gained  by  doing  so.  The  English  define  a 
gentleman  as  one  who  is  never  unconsciously  in- 
sulting. I  try  to  maintain  the  same  point  of  view  to- 
ward the  textbooks  on  language;  but,  through  ignor- 
ance and  carelessness,  do  not  always  succeed. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  6 

Holed  up  in  a  hotel  room  all  day,  pounding  away 
on  my  faithful  Corona.  Not  my  idea  of  the  way  to 
spend  a  bright  Sunday,  but  it  had  to  be  done  if  sev- 
eral jobs  were  to  make  their  deadlines.  Now  this 
final  entry;  and  so  to  bed,  as  a  famous  diarist  said. 
But  with  that  purged  feeling  which  comes  from  a 
clean  job  slate. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  7 

Coming  along  the  street  with  an  old-time  news- 
paper representative,  a  passing  Sandwich  Man  re- 
minded him  of  a  story.  In  the  early  days,  he  said, 
J.  Walter  Thompson  was  coming  home  one  evening 
on  the  Third  Avenue  El,  from  his  oflBce  in  lower 
New  York.  Next  to  him  was  an  old  codger  who 
opened  a  conversation,  in  the  course  of  which  he 
asked  Mr.  Thompson  what  business  he  was  in. 
When  he  heard  that  it  was  advertising  he  said,  with 
delight:  **Why,  so  am  11"  Then  he  added,  reflec- 
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tively:  **Am't  it  hell  when  the  wind  blows?"  ...  A 
point  with  which  many  an  agent  could  have  agreed 
during  the  past  year. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  8 

One  of  the  stars  on  our  service  flag  now  repre- 
sents a  boy  who  is  **missing  in  action.*'  And  two  of 
my  close  iEriends  have  now  lost  sons  in  the  South 
Pacific.  Quite  suddenly  the  machine  guns  are  chat- 
tering where  I  can  hear  them. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  9 

The  late  E.  T.  Gundlach  broke  many  a  lance 
against  the  general  advertiser's  indifference  to  the 
lessons  of  mail  order  advertising.  It  is  true  that  the 
problems  are  not  identical,  and  that  the  limitations 
and  rigidities  of  mail  order  selhng  would  sometimes 
defeat  the  larger  purposes  of  another  type  of  busi- 
ness. But  in  one  respect,  at  least,  it  would  seem  that 
every  type  of  advertiser  has  the  same  problem; 
namely,  to  be  believed.  The  mail  order  man  knows 
nothing  so  potent  for  this  purpose  as  the  testimonial, 
yet  the  general  advertiser  seldom  uses  it. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  10 

Today  I  wanted  to  page  Diogenes  and  show  him 
an  honest  man.  It  came  about  in  a  meeting  of  a  war 
work  conunittee,  where  an  agent  and  one  of  his 
cHents  found  themselves  on  opposite  sides  of  a  dif- 
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ficult  question.  Many  an  agent  would  have  strad- 
dled or  held  his  peace,  but  this  one  laid  it  on  the 
line.  Afterv/ard  another  member  of  the  committee 
spoke  of  the  agent's  courage,  but  it  seemed  to  me 
to  be  his  honesty— the  relation  of  which  to  courage 
is  closer  than  is  sometimes  recognized. 

Friday  .  .  .  December  11 

Talked  with  the  head  of  a  great  corporation, 
whose  business  volume  is  in  the  hundreds  of  mil- 
lions. He  told  me  that  advertising  costs  were  now 
the  largest  single  item  in  their  business— exceeding 
the  costs  of  labor,  materials,  plant  depreciation,  or 
other  selling.  To  such  a  man  advertising  has  ceased 
to  be  something  which  somebody  sells  him,  and  has 
become  a  major  business  facility.  He  is  as  concerned 
with  maintaining  the  freedom  to  use  it  as  any  me- 
dium owner  or  advertising  agent  could  be. 

Saturday .  .  .  December  12 

A  growing  pleasure  which  comes  to  me  from 
these  jottings  is  the  correspondence,  critical  or  oth- 
erwise, from  readers.  Today  comes  an  entertaining 
letter  from  Garrick  Taylor  of  Chicago,  throwing  up 
his  hands  in  mock  horror  at  my  reference  to  Carth- 
age and  Rome.  He  fears  that  Thurman  Arnold  may 
some  day  use  against  us  the  fact  that  Haimibal's 
selling  copy  eventually  brought  him  to  disaster, 
while  Cato's  slogan  became  a  reality.  What  I  was 
trying  to  illustrate,  of  course,  is  the  diflFerence  in 
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speed  of  two  diflFerent  persuasive  techniques.  From 
the  technician's  standpoint,  in  advertising  as  in 
medicine,  many  an  operation  has  points  of  interest 
even  though  the  patient  dies  from  causes  beyond 
the  operator  s  control. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  13 

Heard  indirectly  from  an  ad  man  in  Washington, 
engaged  in  psychological  warfare.  When  asked  to 
describe  his  job  he  said  it  was  **to  drive  the  Nazis 
nuts."  A  job  definition  recommended  to  the  Civil 
Service  Commission  as  a  model. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  14 

Read  over  the  typed  copy  of  an  ad  which  I  had 
written  last  night,  and  knew  it  was  wrong.  Went 
over  it  again  and  again  before  I  was  willing  to  see 
that  I  had  fallen  into  one  of  the  oldest  traps  of  the 
copywriter's  mind.  Smack  in  the  middle  of  the  copy 
I  had  attempted  to  expound  a  pet  idea  of  my  own, 
which  had  only  a  tenuous  connection  with  the 
theme.  Once  I  faced  up  to  that  fact,  and  ruthlessly 
weeded  out  my  pet,  the  copy  flowed  smoothly  to  its 
ordained  end. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  15 

Lunching  in  a  fashionable  New  York  restaurant 
I  was  reminded  again  how  much  we  need  a  social 
atlas  of  the  United  States.  Markets  are  formed  not 
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so  much  by  geography,  age,  sex,  or  income  as  they 
are  by  social  groupings  of  every  kind.  It  is  the 
standards  set  by  the  different  groups  to  which  we 
belong— trade,  lodge,  church,  neighborhood,  etc.— 
which  really  set  most  of  our  habits.  Discussing  this 
one  day  with  a  noted  anthropologist,  who  held  that 
the  group  was  the  key  to  every  individual's  life,  he 
said  it  would  take  at  least  two  years  of  hard  work 
just  to  make  a  hst  of  all  such  groups  in  a  coimtry 
as  complex  as  this  one. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  16 

The  year's  billing  figures  are  now  about  complete. 
They  show,  by  the  grace  of  Gk)d,  that  we  have  had 
the  biggest  year  in  our  history,  with  the  largest  net 
profit  before  taxes.  So  draws  to  a  close  a  year  that 
began  with  many  dire  prophecies  of  gloom,  and 
again  most  of  the  things  we  have  feared  have  not 
come  upon  us. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  17 

Two  years  ago  I  suggested  to  an  advertiser  that 
he  hire  an  economist  as  a  permanent  member  of  his 
staff.  He  was  mildly  interested  in  the  thought,  but 
did  nothing  about  it.  Today  he  asked  me  to  find 
him  such  a  man.  More  and  more  the  rugged  indi- 
vidualists are  coming  to  see  that  there  are  forces 
beyond  their  control  and  ken;  that  these  forces 
make  up  the  social  climate  in  which  they  have  to 
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work;  that  it  is  essential  to  try  to  foresee  the  direc- 
tion in  which  these  forces  are  travehng;  and  that 
alone  they  are  ill-equipped  to  do  so. 

Friday  .  .  .  December  18 

It  seems  likely  to  me  that  next  year  the  biggest 
single  classification  of  advertising  will  be  that  which 
is  selHng  ideas  instead  of  goods.  Included  in  this 
will  be  industry-financed  advertising  for  govern- 
ment. Both  our  publication  pages  and  the  radio  dis- 
close the  growing  pains  which  our  writers  are  hav- 
ing in  adapting  to  this  fact.  Some  of  them  are  going 
pretty  far  afield  for  their  subject  matter,  and  are 
slopping  over  with  their  ^fine"  writing  of  it.  I  still 
think  the  best  bet,  and  the  patriotic  one,  is  to  find 
for  each  advertiser  the  logical  home  front  field  to 
which  he  can  make  an  informative  contribution. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  19 

Hauled  a  truck  load  of  hogs  to  market  and  col- 
lected an  average  of  $27.15  per  head.  Having  started 
them  as  weaners  at  an  average  cost  of  $4.35, 1  came 
tooling  home  at  sundown,  composing  in  my  head 
a  poem  on  farming  as  a  way  of  life. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  20 

Leon  Henderson's  going  may  padfy  Congress, 
but  it  will  not  change  the  fact  that  rationing  is  go- 
ing to  make  government  a  burr  under  every  citizen's 
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saddle.  It  is  interestmg  to  speculate  on  what  this 
will  do  to  political  trends.  My  guess  is  that  it  will 
help  reverse  the  tendency  of  the  past  ten  years  to 
look  to  an  all-wise,  all-powerful  government  for  the 
solution  of  all  our  problems.  Also  that  the  business 
man  may  regain  some  lustre  by  contrast. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  21 

Talked  with  a  man  recently  from  India.  He  said 
that  we  are  pubhshing  there  newspaper  advertise- 
ments explaining  America's  war  aims.  When  I  asked 
who  signed  them  he  said,  The  United  States  of 
America.  When  I  asked  who  paid  for  them  he  said. 
The  0£Bce  of  War  Information.  This  is  advertising 
as  it  should  be  used  by  government.  Why  can  it  be 
so  used  in  India  and  not  here?  Presumal)ly  for  the 
sole  reason  that  there  are  no  pubhshers  in  India 
who  can  bleat  to  Congressmen  when  they  are  left 
oflF  the  hst.  Perhaps  if  all  our  pubhshers  would  sign 
a  pledge  not  to  use  such  pressures,  we  could  drum 
up  the  courage  in  Washington  to  use  advertising  as 
we  need  to  use  it. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  22 

Compared  the  results  from  a  piece  of  mail  order 
copy  run  in  a  pubhcation  printed  on  news  stock  and 
in  another  printed  on  m.  f.  book.  Found  that  they 
had  produced  at  almost  exactly  the  same  rate  per 
thousand  of  circulation.  But  the  lower  page  rate 
made  possible  by  the  newsprint  made  a  great  dif- 
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f erence  in  the  net  to  the  advertiser.  There  is  a  good 
deal  of  evidence  that,  from  the  advertiser's  point  of 
view,  the  improvements  in  printing  processes  have 
made  the  quahty  of  stock  used  in  a  pubhcation  of 
less  importance  than  is  commonly  thought.  At  least, 
that  the  basic  rate  to  reach  a  thousand  people  is  of 
more  importance. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  23 

Talked  with  an  agent  who,  until  the  recent  order 
abohshing  enlistments,  handled  one  of  the  paid 
campaigns  for  the  armed  forces.  This  program,  he 
told  me,  was  handled  with  no  more  diflBculty  than 
an  ordinary  commercial  account.  It  went  through 
with  speed  and  ejfficiency  and  got  results.  In  con- 
trast, every  agent  I  have  talked  with  who  has  han- 
dled one  of  the  voluntary  jobs  for  government  has 
had  the  same  experience  I  have  had:  confusion 
much  confounded.  It  is  the  eflBciency  of  advertising 
which  is  at  stake  in  the  question  of  who  pays  for  it. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  24 

The  Christmas  cards  are  simpler  this  year,  which 
is  as  it  should  be.  But  I  would  not  like  to  see  them 
discontinued,  and  hope  that  Uncle  Sam  will  never 
have  to  ask  us  to  do  so.  After  the  tree  is  decorated, 
and  the  house  has  quieted  down,  I  like  to  sit  and 
savor  these  greetings— especially  those  from  the  old 
friends  whom  I  too  seldom  get  to  see  or  to  hear 
from.  It  is  the  next  best  thing  to  having  a  wee  dram 
together  on  Christmas  Eve. 
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Friday  .  .  .  December  25 

On  an  airport  bus  yesterday  I  met  up  with  four 
young  lieutenants  of  the  Army  air  forces.  They 
were  sadly  contemplating  their  first  Christmas  away 
from  home,  in  a  city  where  they  knew  not  a  soul. 
To  make  matters  worse,  their  pay  had  not  caught 
up  with  them  for  two  months,  and  they  were  prac- 
tically strapped.  So  they  accepted  an  invitation  to 
dinner  today  with  alacrity.  I  have  never  seen  a  finer 
bunch  of  boys.  And  God  help  the  enemy  if  they 
dive  bomb  him  as  they  did  oiu:  proud  turkey  from 
the  farm. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  26   ^ 

The  insatiable  rollers  of  the  presses  are  no  re- 
specters of  hoHdays.  So  having  an  unfinished  piece 
of  copy  which  had  to  be  ready  early  next  week,  I 
sat  down  at  home  to  work  at  it  Now,  I  pride  my- 
self on  my  abihty  to  concentrate  on  the  typewriter 
in  almost  any  surroundings,  but  this  time  I  went 
down  to  defeat  when  the  song  of  the  vacuum 
cleaner  began  in  the  land.  Mr.  Hoover  should  rec- 
ommend it  to  women  who  also  want  to  get  a  hus- 
band from  under  foot. 


Sunday  .  .  .  December  27 

Bethought  myself  that  this  column  would  reach 
whatever  readers  it  may  have  gathered  on  the  first 
business  day  of  the  New  Year.  So  let  me  say,  in  the 
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words  of  Rip  Van  Winkle:  ''Here's  to  your  good 
health,  and  the  good  health  of  your  family.  May 
you  live  long  and  prosper." 

Monday  .  .  .  December  28 

A  letter  from  an  English  advertiser  informs  me 
that  the  old  controversy  about  the  agency  commis- 
sion method  of  compensation  has  flared  up  there. 
This  seems  a  strange  time  for  this  hardy  perennial 
to  rear  its  head.  As  usual,  the  heart  of  the  question 
is  the  advertiser's  feeling  that  he  is  really  the  one 
who  should  determine  the  agent's  rate  of  pay.  Un- 
fortunately, behind  all  of  the  "reason"  and  "princi- 
ples" which  are  developed  in  debates  on  this  sub- 
ject, it  always  appears  that  the  advertiser  is  saying 
to  the  agent,  "Come  work  exclusively  for  me,  and 
I  will  pay  you  less."  Somehow  or  other  this  has 
never  had  much  appeal  to  the  agent. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  29 

Sat  all  day  with  a  client,  trying  to  help  him  plan 
a  budgeted  manufacturing  and  selling  program 
for  his  spring  season.  Only  three  problems  pre- 
sented themselves.  First,  how  to  get  enough  raw 
materials  to  keep  up  his  normal  voliune.  Second, 
how  to  retain  or  train  enough  labor  to  convert  these 
materials  into  finished  goods.  Third,  how  to  provide 
management  when  he,  himself,  would  probably  be 
drafted  before  midyear.  Aside  from  this  everydiing 
was  rosy. 

95 


Wednesday  .  .  .  December  30 

Lunched  with  a  former  advertising  man  who  is 
now  a  partner  in  a  firm  of  business  management 
consultants.  He  finds  in  such  work  full  scope  for 
use,  at  the  management  level,  of  all  the  analytical 
and  creative  techniques  which  advertising  taught 
him.  I  was  encouraged  to  learn  that  he  now  finds 
among  his  clients  a  very  active  interest  in  studies 
looking  toward  post-war  plans.  Only  as  such  studies 
are  made  now,  in  every  company,  to  plan  for  full 
employment  at  high  levels,  do  I  see  any  hope  of 
avoiding  the  imposition  of  a  state-planned  economy. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  31 

In  a  club,  at  lunch  time,  ran  into  a  former  cUent, 
who  was  already  well  under  way  on  his  New  Year's 
celebration.  For  the  twenty-five  years  or  more  that 
I  have  known  this  man  he  has  been  both  a  drunk- 
ard and  a  lecher,  yet  he  and  his  business  have  flour- 
ished Hke  the  green  bay  tree.  Pondering  on  this,  I 
remembered  how  the  prophet  Jeremiah  had  once 
pleaded  with  the  Lord  to  tell  him.  Why  do  the 
wicked  prosper?  And  received  no  answer. 
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Friday  .  .  .  January  1 

Who  can  begin  this  year  without  the  solemn  feel- 
ing that  it  is  pregnant  with  decisions  on  the  greatest 
issues  in  history?  In  this  twelve  months  to  come 
millions  now  hving  and  generations  yet  unborn  will 
have  their  fates  determined.  Both  nations  and  races 
will  have  tlie  outlines  of  their  futures  drawn.  Before 
our  very  eyes  the  greatest  drama  of  all  time  will  be 
played. 

Saturday  .  .  .  January  2 

Over  an  iUicit  second  cup  of  coffee  at  breakfast 
I  scanned  the  want  ads  in  a  big  city  newspaper.  I 
know  of  nothing  which  reflects  more  accvirately  the 
state  of  the  nation  in  certain  aspects.  Here,  for  in- 
stance, is  an  index  of  the  growing  shortage  of  man- 
power, in  the  allurements  held  out  to  women  to  en- 
ter industry— a  signal  of  the  near-revolution  in 
home  life  that  is  coming.  Even  the  little  nuances  of 
the  times  can  be  picked  up  in  these  ads:  as  when 
one  company  calls  itself  "the  Arsenal  of  Communi- 
cations" to  satisfy  workers  that  here  they  can  make 
a  direct  war  contribution. 

97 


Sunday  .  .  .  January  3 

In  some  fields  of  work  knowledge  is  exact:  for 
instance,  where  it  is  based  on  the  count  of  things, 
as  in  the  number  of  lines  in  a  magazine  page.  In 
some  other  fields  only  approximate  exactness  may 
be  attained;  for  instance,  in  the  measurement  of 
things  to  the  nearest  foot,  inch,  or  thousandth  of 
an  inch.  In  still  other  fields  knowledge  is  still  intui- 
tive, or  at  the  best  an  appraisal  of  probabilities. 
What  then  is  the  natiure  of  advertising  knowledge? 
This  is  a  question  I  have  long  tried  to  come  to  grips 
with,  unsuccessfully.  Decided  this  day  to  try  to  put 
down,  every  week,  some  notes  on  this  subject,  with 
the  hope  that  I  may  eventually  clarify  it  to  myself. 

Monday  .  .  .  January  4 

Talked  with  a  friend  who  has  been  plugging 
away  for  some  years  at  the  promotion  of  better  re- 
lations with  Latin  America.  He  wonders  why  it  is 
this  subject  never  really  captures  the  imagination 
of  our  people.  I  think  it  is  because  the  tides  of 
world  history  and  of  thought  have  always  flowed 
east  and  west,  never  north  and  south.  In  such  in- 
tangible forces  does  the  fate  of  enterprises  some- 
times lie. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  January  5 

Advertising  is  something  you  pay  for;  pubhcity 
something  you  cadge  for.  How  strange  that  this 

98 


somehow  makes  publicity  more  respectable  than 
advertising— not  only  in  government,  but  in  some 
business  quarters. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  January  6 

Studied  the  results  of  a  careful  consumer  investi- 
gation in  over  2,000  cross-section  homes,  on  the  use 
of  two  competing  products.  These  two  products, 
while  very  similar  in  their  qualities,  have  long  been 
advertised  for  somewhat  different  uses.  In  home 
after  home,  the  report  showed,  both  products  were 
on  hand— but  each  was  confined  to  the  uses  for 
which  it  had  been  most  featured.  I  have  never  seen 
more  convincing  evidence  of  the  direct  power  of 
advertising  to  determine  people's  habits. 

Thursday  .  .  .  January  7 

Heard  a  professor  defined  as  "a  man  who  spends 
his  life  teaching  people  how  to  solve  problems 
which  he  has  spent  most  of  his  life  escaping  by  be- 
coming a  professor."  This  is  one  of  those  witticisms 
which  has  just  enough  truth  in  it  to  get  by.  When 
some  hundred  economists  are  reported  to  have 
signed  a  petition  to  government  for  the  elimination 
of  advertising  in  war  time,  one  may  think  all  pro- 
fessors hve  in  a  dream  world.  But  when  it  is  re- 
membered that  most  products  now  advertised  can 
ultimately  be  traced  back  to  some  scientist's  re- 
search, the  little  truth  in  such  a  remark  becomes 
evident 
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Friday  .  .  .  January  8 

Sitting  around  in  a  bull  session  with  a  number  of 
publishers,  advertising  agents,  and  advertisers,  some- 
body asked  for  guesses  on  the  total  volume  of  na- 
tional advertising  in  1943.  I  ventured  the  estimate 
that  it  would  be  about  the  same  as,  or  a  little  better 
than,  last  year.  Other  estimates  ranged  down  from 
this  to  a  10%  loss.  The  leading  pubHsher  of  maga- 
zines present  beHeved  that  it  would  be  about  10% 
up  for  the  first  six  months,  10%  down  for  the  last  six 
months,  or  about  even  for  the  year. 

Saturday  .  .  .  January  9 

Began  the  reading  of  the  new  hfe  of  Willard 
Gibbs,  the  comparatively  unknown  man  who  Ein- 
stein says  had  one  of  the  most  original  and  creative 
scientific  minds  America  has  produced.  His  story 
reminded  me  of  the  saying  that  the  human  being 
has  three  basic  hungers:  the  hunger  of  the  belly, 
the  hunger  of  the  loins,  and  the  hunger  of  the  mind. 
Gibbs  had  the  last  of  these  in  such  remarkable  de- 
gree that,  in  his  attempts  to  satisfy  it,  he  changed 
the  scientific  thinking  of  the  entire  world. 

Sunday  .  .  .  January  10 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  The  old  correspondence  school 
ads  used  to  say  that  Knowledge  is  Power.  Power  to 
do  what?  Does  it  not  come  down  to  the  power  to 
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predict  what  will  happen?  We  'Tcnow"  that  2  plus 
2  makes  4,  because  every  time  we  have  added  2 
things  to  2  other  things  we  have  found  we  had  4 
things;  so  we  safely  predict  that  it  will  happen 
again.  We  **know"  that  the  rate  in  a  certain  publi- 
cation is,  say,  $10,000  a  page,  because  we  can  re- 
hably  predict  that  we  will  get  a  bill  for  this  amount 
if  we  use  it.  Knowledge  then,  in  advertising  or  else- 
where, is  the  power  to  predict.  To  the  extent  that 
we  lack  that  power  we  lack  knowledge.  What  an 
area  of  ignorance  that  leaves  in  advertising! 

Monday  ,  .  .  January  11 

The  latest  retirement  of  A.  D.  Lasker  from  the 
agency  business  reminds  me  of  a  talk  I  once  had 
with  him  about  it.  He  said  there  were  only  three 
things  of  major  importance  which  had  ever  hap- 
pened in  the  history  of  that  business.  The  first  was 
when  F.  W.  Ayer,  with  his  original  contract,  made 
it  a  business.  The  second  was  when  he,  Lasker, 
hired  John  Kennedy,  paid  him  $28,000  a  year,  and 
dramatized  copy  as  the  most  important  element  in 
the  business.  The  third  was  when  J.  Walter  Thomp- 
son Company  introduced  sex  into  advertising,  in 
"The  Skin  You  Love  to  Touch." 

Tuesday  .  .  .  January  12 

Talked  with  one  of  our  high  oflBcials  who  has  an 
intimate  knowledge  of  the  Russians.  Asked  him  why 
we  were  not  permitted  military  observers  on  the 
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Russian  front.  The  answer,  he  said,  is  very  simple: 
the  Russians  have  secret  agents  in  every  depart- 
ment in  Washington.  Knowing  how  easy  it  is  to 
place  them  there,  they  assume  that  the  Germans 
have  them,  too.  Thus  they  figure  that  reports  from 
their  front  would  sooner  or  later  fall  into  German 
hands.  I  was  so  astounded  I  forgot  to  ask  why  we 
couldn't  stop  this. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  January  13 

Reading  a  book  on  semantics  called  ''Language 
in  Action"  I  ran  across  this  for  advertising  people 
to  think  about:  "The  reader  may  say,  *If  people 
want  to  pay  for  daydreams  in  their  bath  salts  and 
want  to  battle  imaginary  diseases  with  imaginary 
cures,  isn't  that  their  business?*  It  isn't  entirely.  The 
wilUngness  to  rely  on  words  instead  of  examining 
facts  is  a  disorder  in  the  communicative  process 
. . .  And  it  doesn't  seem  beyond  the  bounds  of  possi- 
bility that  today's  suckers  for  national  advertising 
will  be  tomorrow's  suckers  for  the  master  pohtical 
propagandist  who  will,  by  playing  up  the  'Jewish 
menace'  in  the  same  way  as  national  advertisers 
play  up  the  pink  tooth-brush  menace',  and  by 
promising  us  national  glory  in  the  same  way  as  na- 
tional advertisers  promise  us  personal  glory  and 
prosperity,  sell  fascism  in  America." 

Thursday  .  .  .  January  14 

The  two  most  important  facts  in  the  advertising 
business  today  are  these:  First,  that  the  government 
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seems  politically  unable  to  buy  the  space  which  is 
badly  needed  for  a  score  or  more  of  home  front 
jobs.  Second,  that  millions  of  dollars'  worth  of  space 
is  still  being  used  in  self-glorification  or  sentimental 
bellywash  by  advertisers  with  no  goods  to  sell.  If 
some  way  is  not  found  to  mobilize  this  space  for 
much  needed  pubhc  service  it  may  be  an  everlast- 
ing discredit  to  this  business. 

Friday  .  .  .  January  15 

Most  of  the  men  I  talk  with  these  days  are  worry- 
ing about  how  to  do  more  in  the  war  effort.  They 
have  an  uneasy  feeling  that  they  are  only  yielding 
to  self-interest  when  told  that  they  can  actually 
serve  best  by  staying  in  their  jobs.  But  today  I  had 
the  unpleasant  experience  of  dealing  with  a  man 
who  hardly  seemed  to  know  there  was  a  war  going 
on.  I  was  offering  him  a  job  for  which  he  seemed 
eminently  fitted,  which  would  be  wholly  in  the  pub- 
He  service,  but  in  which  he  could  be  well  paid. 
Finding  that  the  public  service  side  of  it  had  no 
appeal  to  him  whatsoever,  I  decided  he  was  not 
fitted  for  the  job  after  all,  and  withdrew  the  offer. 

Saturday  .  .  .  January  16 

For  the  first  time  in  weeks  managed  to  get  in  a 
day  at  the  farm.  The  roads  to  it  are  rough  with 
frozen  ruts,  and  what  with  this  and  the  gas  ration- 
ing, the  folks  there  don  t  get  out  much,  so  they  were 
very  glad  to  see  me.  But  the  radio  keeps  them  up 
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to  the  minute  on  all  that  the  world  is  doing  and 
failing  to  do,  and  I  found  them  as  keen  in  their  dis- 
cussions of  current  aflFairs  as  any  of  my  city  friends 
—and  a  lot  more  sane  and  salty. 

Sunday  .  .  .  January  17 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  Most  of  us  got  such  scientific  edu- 
cation as  we  have  in  the  days  when  the  scientist's 
whole  emphasis  was  on  the  search  for  cause  and  ef- 
fect. Therefore,  in  such  efforts  as  we  have  made  to 
develop  a  science  of  advertising  we  have  sought 
cause-effect  sequences— with  very  meager  results. 
Now  that  scientists  Hke  Einstein  have  shown  that 
even  in  the  physical  world  there  are  too  many 
causes  and  too  many  effects  for  such  a  simple  form- 
ula, we  may  get  a  more  productive  point  of  view. 
The  laws  of  probability,  which  are  now  recognized 
by  physicists  as  well  as  by  gamblers,  are  likely  to 
be  much  nearer  to  our  problems. 

Monday  .  .  .  January  18 

Talking  with  a  new  client  who  has  suddenly  dis- 
covered copy  testing,  I  found  the  usual  over-expec- 
tation of  quick  results  from  such  procedures.  A  con- 
sistent program  of  such  testing  can  be  productive, 
and  lead  to  improvements  in  copy.  But  such  a  pro- 
gram requires  an  infinite  patience,  a  willingness  to 
test  and  re-test,  and  an  abihty  to  suspend  judgments 
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which  most  promotion-minded  people  do  not  seem 
to  have. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  January  19 

Placed  an  order  today  for  the  insertion  of  a 
proven  mail  order  page  in  a  publication  not  previ- 
ously used,  and  told  the  representative  how  many 
units  of  merchandise  it  would  have  to  sell  to  pay. 
He  nearly  fainted.  Most  publication  people  believe 
in  advertising  in  the  same  way  that  they  beheve  in 
God— that  it  **moves  in  mysterious  ways  its  wonders 
to  perform."  They  really  wince  when  they  see  this 
mystery  about  to  be  subjected  to  the  cold  test  of 
traceable  results.  Apparently  they  have  too  little 
genuine  conviction  that  the  printed  page  can  be 
made  to  sell— right  now. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  January  20 

Publishers  to  whom  the  recent  cut  in  paper  ton- 
nage presents  a  diflBcult  problem  should  review 
their  ideas  about  the  kind  of  paper  they  have  to 
use.  No  doubt  in  the  competitive  selling  of  one  pub- 
hcation  against  another  the  kind  of  paper  may  be 
important.  But  actually,  so  far  as  advertising  re- 
sponse is  concerned,  I  can  find  very  little  evidence 
that  the  kind  of  paper  has  anything  to  do  with  the 
effectiveness  of  the  message.  "The  Kid  in  Upper 
Four'*  will  get  a  reading  on  newsprint  as  quickly  as 
it  will  on  m.  f .  book  or  coated  stock. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  January  21 

There  are  all  sorts  of  devices  of  layout  and  illus- 
tration which  will  improve  the  reading  ratings  of 
ads.  But  if  you  want  to  make  sure  of  flagging  the 
attention  of  the  most  prospects  don't  overlook  the 
appeal  of  the  merchandise  itself.  Most  of  us  are 
natural  window  shoppers  at  any  time.  But  when 
we  are  in  the  market  then  the  merchandise  or  a 
picture  of  it  is  the  best  stopper. 

Friday  .  .  .  January  22 

Going  through  a  big  city  newspaper  my  eye 
picked  up  an  obscure  item  with  a  date  line  from 
my  home  town.  I  have  had  this  happen  again  and 
again.  In  fact,  I  will  pick  up  the  name  of  this  town, 
and  focus  on  it,  when  it  is  buried  in  the  middle  of 
a  newspaper  story  over  which  my  eye  is  merely 
roaming.  This  suggests  that  getting  "attention"  is 
far  more  a  matter  of  what  you  say  than  it  is  of  the 
size  space  you  say  it  in.  In  short,  it  is  doubtful 
whether  "attention,"  hke  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven, 
can  be  taken  by  force.  The  reasons  for  using  large 
space  are  of  other  kinds. 

Saturday  .  .  .  January  23 

Had  a  report  from  Washington  that  the  New 
Dealers  are  plotting  to  have  OPA  use  its  powers  to 
establish  government  grade  labeling  for  many  kinds 
of  merchandise.  This  might  well  be  opposed  on  the 
groimd  of  the  huge  army  of  graders  that  would  be 
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called  for,  but  otherwise  I  cannot  get  excited  about 
it.  Unless  private  branding  is  abolished  altogether, 
both  the  pros  and  the  antis  on  this  subject  will  find 
that  the  pubHc  will  pay  very  httle  attention  to 
these  grades,  and  that  consumer  preferences  for 
brands  can  still  be  maintained. 

Sunday  .  .  .  January  24 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  I  have  a  friend  who  used  to  say 
that  only  God  Almighty  Himself  is  really  equipped 
to  be  an  advertising  man.  What  he  meant  was  that 
the  mere  number  of  subjects  and  skills  in  which  we 
need  mastery  is  impressive,  and  beyond  a  lifetime's 
encompassment.  I  have  tried  listing  them,  and  find 
that  they  would  make  a  four-year  school  curriculum 
comparable  to  that  for  a  doctor's  or  lawyer's  degree. 

Monday  ,  .  .  January  25 

Wakened  early  by  the  clop-clop  of  a  horse's  hoofs 
coming  down  our  city  street,  followed  by  the  rattle 
of  milk  bottles.  Thought  for  a  moment  I  was  back 
in  my  boyhood,  in  that  automobileless  world  which 
the  generation  after  mine  cannot  even  picture. 
Later  in  the  day  I  talked  with  a  taxi  driver  who  was 
bemoaning  his  inabihty  to  get  any  recreation,  now 
that  he  couldn't  drive  for  pleasure.  Told  him  how 
I  used  to  ride  with  my  girl  on  a  streetcar,  to  the 
city  limits,  and  then  take  a  walk  in  the  country.  He 
was  appalled  at  the  notion. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  January  26 

Thinking  about  my  friend  the  taxi  driver,  above, 
I  was  reminded  of  that  amazing  man,  H.  G.  Wells. 
In  the  early  days  of  this  century  he  wrote  a  book 
with  the  longest  title  I  ever  remember  seeing.  It 
was  called  "Anticipations  of  the  Reactions  from  Me- 
chanical and  Scientific  Progress  upon  Human  Life 
and  Thought."  In  it— and  this  was  before  the  auto- 
mobile had  changed  our  hves— he  described  the 
coming  of  a  new  type  of  individual  of  whom  my 
taxi  driver  is  a  perfect  example.  It  would  be  inter- 
esting to  check  that  book  now  and  see  how  many 
other  of  his  anticipations  came  true. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  January  27 

Sat  around  all  evening  with  a  group  of  younger 
industrialists  who  were  discussing  the  post-war 
world.  I  was  pleasantly  surprised  at  the  freshness 
of  their  views.  The  old  bleats  about  private  enter- 
prise and  the  New  Deal  were  conspicuous  by  their 
absence.  In  their  place  was  serious  discussion  of  the 
planning  business  itself  had  to  do  to  meet  the  new 
demands  of  people  for  a  world  of  both  material  and 
psychological  satisfactions.  Very  hopeful. 

Thursday  .  .  .  January  28 

See  by  the  papers  that  Bill  Benton  is  now  going 
to  run  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannica  for  the  Univer- 
sity of  Chicago,  in  addition  to  his  other  duties  there. 
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Bill  is  a  pretty  smart  hombre.  He  often  rushes  in 
where  angels  fear  to  tread— and  comes  out  with 
golden  wings.  But  this  one  is  going  to  tax  his  in- 
genuity. If  he  can  forget  that  he  is  now  an  educator, 
and  remember  that  an  encyclopaedia  is  part  of  the 
furniture  industry,  he  may  pull  it  off. 

Friday  .  .  .  January  29 

Talked  with  a  pubhsher  who  told  me  that,  in  his 
opinion,  the  cuts  in  paper  tonnage  have  just  begun, 
and  that  there  will  be  other  and  more  serious  ones 
before  the  year  is  out.  The  Enghsh  experience  with 
this,  which  has  been  severe,  is  that  the  process  is 
very  painful  until  the  necessary  adjustments  are 
made,  after  which  it  does  not  work  cut  too  badly. 
Now  that  we  are  in  for  it,  the  creative  people  in  the 
agencies  had  better  start  dusting  off  their  almost 
forgotten  talents  for  making  small  space  do  a  job. 

Saturday  .  .  .  January  30 

No  chance  to  get  to  the  farm  today  because  of 
deep  snow  blocking  all  the  roads.  So  betook  myself 
to  the  seed  catalogs,  and  with  paper  and  pencil  be- 
gan to  lay  out  an  enlarged  Victory  garden.  Some- 
times I  think  the  best  part  of  a  farm  is  the  time  you 
don  t  spend  there.  Then  you  can  forget  how  the 
septic  tank  fails  to  work  at  the  most  inconvenient 
moments,  and  concentrate  on  that  Shangri-La  in 
which  all  the  masterpieces  of  horticulture  flourish, 
and  the  jug  at  the  end  of  the  furrow  is  full  of  nectar. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  January  31 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  Received  a  fine,  thoughtful  letter 
on  this  subject  from  my  old  friend,  Marco  Morrow, 
with  which  I  am  in  essential  agreement.  But  I 
would  make  my  own  classification  of  his  points  in 
some  such  way  as  this;  First  come  facts;  or,  as  the 
scientist  says,  data.  These  are  only  the  raw  mate- 
rials of  knowledge.  When  education  is  hmited  to 
these  then  we  get,  as  Marco  points  out,  a  **leamed 
fool.*'  Second  comes  knowledge,  that  is,  the  synthe- 
sis of  and  inductions  from  facts,  leading  to  general 
principles  and  to  directives  for  getting  things  done. 
Third  comes  wisdom—the  appraisal  of  knowledge 
in  the  light  of  values— which  tells  us  what  is  worth 
doing  with  our  knowledge.  Whitehead's  introduc- 
tion to  "Business  Adrift,"  long  a  favorite  of  mine, 
is  a  perfect  example  of  knowledge  distilled  into  wis- 
dom. 
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February^  1943 


Monday  .  .  .  February  1 

Some  of  the  old-time  fighting  newspaper  editors 
like  Fremont  Older,  who  turned  San  Francisco  up- 
side down,  knew  how  to  conduct  campaigns  that 
would  develop  social  pressures.  But  today's  news- 
paper men,  especially  the  better  ones,  are  a  differ- 
ent breed  of  cats.  Their  whole  training  disposes 
them  (1)  to  think  of  each  story  as  hot  today  and  cold 
tomorrow;  (2)  to  be  as  objective  and  free  from  per- 
suasion in  their  reporting  as  possible;  (3)  to  look 
upon  ad  men  as  scum  from  the  business  oflfice  who 
are  always  trying  to  corrupt  editorial  virtue.  No 
wonder  these  men  have  failed  so  miserably  to  un- 
derstand their  job  in  Washington.  As  propagandists 
they  are  pitiful  in  their  limitations. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  February  2 

Speaking  of  Fremont  Older  reminds  me  of  the 
day  I  called  upon  him  when  a  big  ad  of  mine  had 
just  appeared  in  his  paper.  He  said  he  thought  it 
was  one  of  the  most  striking  and  interesting  he  had 
ever  seen.  I  asked  him  if  he  also  thought  it  was  be- 
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lievable,  and  would  make  people  want  the  product 
advertised.  He  saw  the  point  at  once,  but  said  it 
was  one  which  had  not  occurred  to  him  before— 
that  an  advertisement  could  be  interesting  without 
selhng  anything.  It  doesn  t  seem  to  occur  today  to 
many  who  fasten  their  eyes  too  exclusively  on  read- 
ing ratings. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  February  3 

The  anonymity  of  this  Diary  seems  to  be  wearing 
a  bit  thin.  Twice  today  I  was  accused  of  keeping  it. 
Under  similar  circumstances  Boswell  records  that 
the  famous  Dr.  Johnson  once  said,  in  ejBFect,  that 
any  man  who  is  so  imprudent  as  to  attempt  the  in- 
vasion of  a  desired  privacy  of  this  kind  should  ex- 
pect to  be  hed  to. 

Thursday  .  .  .  February  4 

Herb  Verst,  publisher  of  the  Wholesale  Grocer 
News,  sends  me  an  article  analyzing  the  idea  now 
abroad  that,  in  the  future  society,  a  minimum  of 
free  food  for  all  may  seem  just  as  logical  as  a  mini- 
mum of  free  schooHng  for  all  does  now.  This  is  the 
kind  of  discussion  we  need,  pro  and  con,  of  all  these 
ideas.  One  of  the  old  posers  of  the  philosophers 
used  to  be.  Can  the  world  be  thought  out  or  must 
it  be  fought  out?  The  idea  that  it  can  be  thought 
out  is  a  totalitarian  one,  beloved  of  planners.  The 
counter  idea  that  it  must  be  fought  out  is  the  demo- 
cratic one.  As  long  as  Herb  can  raise  his  voice  in 
debate  we  are  safe. 
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Friday  .  .  .  February  5 

The  Washington  administrators  have  my  sym- 
pathy. This  economy  of  ours  is  so  complex  a  ma- 
chine that  hardly  any  move  can  be  made  to  adjust 
one  part  of  it  to  war  without  throwing  another  un- 
observed part  out  of  gear.  The  Manpower  Conmiis- 
sion,  for  example,  has  raised  a  dither  in  every  ad- 
vertising agency  office  this  week  by  its  pronounce- 
ment on  the  draft  of  married  men.  But  almost  at 
the  same  time  Gardner  Cowles  of  OWI  re-affirms 
his  position  that  his  office  must  rely  upon  adver- 
tisers and  their  agents  to  carry  a  big  part  of  the  load 
on  the  informational  front.  As  Hamlet  might  have 
said:  "To  be  or  not  to  be— essential;  that  is  the  ques- 
tion." 

Saturday  .  .  .  February  6 

Pleased  to  read  this  morning  of  the  selection  of 
Chet  LaRoche  as  Advertising  Man  of  the  Year,  for 
his  work  as  leader  of  the  Advertising  Council.  I 
must  admit  that  I  was  suspicious  of  the  Council, 
when  it  first  started,  as  just  another  of  those  fifth 
wheels  which  the  "joiners'*  of  this  world  are  always 
putting  together.  But  having  had  some  opportunity 
to  see  what  it  has  accomplished  behind  the  scenes 
in  Washington,  as  well  as  in  print  and  on  the  air, 
I  am  now  convinced  that  the  Council  has  become 
the  most  useful  and  important  organization  in  ad- 
vertising. 
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Sunday .  .  .  February  7 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  The  educators  now  tend  to  class- 
ify the  different  "subjects'*  of  the  older  college 
courses  into  four  fields  of  knowledge:  namely,  the 
physical  sciences,  the  biological  sciences,  the  social 
sciences,  and  the  humanities.  The  great  advances  in 
knowledge  in  the  past  hundred  years  have  been  in 
the  physical  and  biological  sciences.  These  in  turn 
have  made  possible  great  advances  in  the  appHca- 
tions  of  these  sciences  in  industry  and  medicine. 
But  advertising  is  an  appHcation  of  the  social  sci- 
ences. The  lag  in  the  development  of  "pure"  sci- 
ence in  this  field  is  at  the  root  of  all  our  problems. 

Monday  .  .  .  February  8 

When  I  see  a  publication  representative  these 
days  I  am  reminded  of  that  old  limerick  about  the 
young  lady  of  Niger  who  went  for  a  ride  on  a  tiger. 
As  I  recall  it,  they  came  back  from  the  ride  with 
the  lady  inside— and  a  smile  on  the  face  of  the  tiger. 
With  the  sellers'  market  which  many  publications 
now  enjoy,  thanks  to  the  paper  shortage,  the  space 
buyer  who  too  often  took  representatives  for  a  ride 
now  confronts  a  tigerish  srnile  which  is  awful  to 
behold. 

Tuesday  ,  .  .  February  9 

Listening  to  our  new  business  man  make  a  pres- 
entation to  a  prospective  client,  I  thought  how 
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badly  this  whole  procedure  of  advertiser-agency 
selection  is  conducted.  Too  often  both  advertiser 
and  agency  put  the  emphasis  on  the  wrong  things. 
The  ^fficulty  is,  of  course,  that  the  things  which 
really  count  for  an  advertiser  in  agency  service  are 
hard  for  him  to  put  his  finger  on  and  hard  for  the 
agency  to  exhibit.  They  lie  almost  wholly  in  the 
quality  of  the  agency's  thinking,  vision,  and  cour- 
age. The  process  of  examining  or  exhibiting  an 
agency  part  by  part,  in  all  its  mechanics,  tends  to 
evaporate  all  these  really  important  qualities  on 
which  the  advertiser  should  make  his  judgment- 
just  as  the  petal  by  petal  dissection  of  a  flower  de- 
stroys its  bloom  and  perfume. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  February  10 

Thinking  of  post-war  planning  in  terms  of  the  ad- 
vertising business  itself,  I  began  today  to  get  up 
to  date  on  the  technical  situation ''affecting  future 
broadcasting.  My  first  explorations  brought  me  up 
with  a  jerk.  If  what  the  technicians  say  is  true,  there 
is  a  revolution  impending,  once  the  war  is  over,  in 
the  now  possible  developments  of  television,  fre- 
quency modulation,  and  the  transmission  of  graph- 
ics. 

Thursday  .  .  .  February  11 

Today,  after  many  years,  I  met  a  friend  of  my 
youth  who  used  to  be  an  ardent  socialist,  filled  with 
visions  of  reforming  the  world.  He  says  he  never  got 
over  it  until  he  married  and  found  how  difficult  it 
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is  to  change  just  one  woman.  From  a  close  study 
along  similar  lines,  I  have  often  wondered  how  we 
manage  to  make  enough  converts  to  make  adver- 
tising pay. 

Friday  .  .  .  February  12 

Dining  in  a  small,  quiet  restaurant  in  New  York 
last  night  I  discovered  that  the  proprietor  had  once 
been  cook,  butler,  and  houseman  for  George  Buck- 
ley, in  the  days  when  George  was  president  of  the 
Crowell  Publishing  Co.  Discovered,  too,  that  for 
him  as  for  me,  George  has  never  died.  To  this  day 
I  can  see  and  hear  him  as  he  was  the  first  time  I 
met  him— when  he  walked  into  my  office  and  said 
he  had  come  West  to  look  for  an  ad  writer  who 
Icnew  how  a  manure  pile  smells  on  a  frosty  morn- 
ing.'' 

Saturday  .  .  .  February  13 

Sat  me  down  in  the  Saturday  morning  quiet  to 
turn  out  an  overdue  piece  of  copy.  First  came  those 
two  or  three  false  starts,  like  the  cranking  of  a  cold 
engine.  Then  a  phrase  came  through  with  a  spark, 
and  the  mental  engine  raced  for  a  minute  and  died. 
Then  a  new  start,  but  this  time  with  more  confi- 
dence that  the  juice  was  there.  A  little  adjustment 
of  the  carburetor,  so  to  speak— to  sixteen  parts  gas 
and  one  part  hot  air— and  soon  I  was  purring  along 
to  the  end  of  the  run.  Nothing  like  it. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  February  14 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  Among  the  "pure"  sciences  of 
which  advertising  is  an  application  are  individual 
psychology,  social  psychology,  sociology,  econom- 
ics, and  linguistics.  For  example,  there  are  some 
studies  in  social  psychology  which  indicate  that  in- 
dividuals break  down  old  habits  and  acquire  new 
ones  most  readily  in  times  of  mass  crisis.  Today  is 
such  a  tim.e.  Thus  these  studies  suggest  that  there 
is  more  danger  to  old  brand  habits,  and  more  op- 
portunity for  new  ones  now  than  in  normal  times. 

Monday  .  .  .  February  15 

I  wonder  if  these  maps  of  the  shrinking  world 
which  the  airhnes  are  publishing  do  not  have  a  spe- 
cial significance  for  us  advertising  men.  It  was  no 
accident  that  the  first  advertising  agents,  such  as 
Rowell,  Thompson,  and  Ayer,  began  their  careers 
coincident  with  the  expansion  of  raihoads  in  this 
country.  It  was  the  shrinking  of  this  continent  by 
steam  transportation  which  made  national  distribu- 
tion, national  media,  and  national  advertising  pos- 
sible. Another  such  development  in  the  interna- 
tional field  portends  and  the  foreign  editions  of 
Time  and  Reader's  Digest  are  the  forerunners  of  it. 

Tuesday  ,  .  .  February  16 

Received  today  from  a  museum  a  series  of  very 
beautiful  cxDlor  reproductions  of  objects  of  art  in 
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their  collection,  done  in  a  process  which  I  could 
not  identify.  Upon  investigation  found  they  were 
produced  by  a  comparatively  new  method  called 
the  photographic  silk  screen  process.  It  gives  much 
greater  fidelity  to  the  original  than  does  four-color 
printing,  and  is  inexpensive  enough  to  use  for  jobs 
where  only  a  short  run  is  needed. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  February  17 

Watching  one  of  our  women  writers  present 
some  of  her  work  to  a  client  today  I  thought  what 
a  mistake  it  was  not  to  have  had  her  do  it  before. 
Both  writer  and  cHent  gain  from  such  a  contact. 
The  writer  comes  out  of  it  with  a  much  greater 
sense  of  the  commercial  realities  of  the  problem; 
and  the  client  gets  a  much  greater  appreciation  of 
the  real  thought  and  work  which  has  been  put  into 
what  is  proposed  to  him. 

Thursday  .  .  .  February  18 

Woke  at  three  this  morning  with  a  full-fledged 
idea  for  one  client's  next  campaign.  Long  ago  I 
learned  to  shoot  these  nocturnal  birds  on  the  wing, 
and  to  keep  pad  and  pencil  by  my  bedside  to  do  it 
with.  So  propped  myself  up  in  bed  and  went  to 
work  to  get  the  idea  on  paper.  By  five  I  was  able  to 
turn  out  the  light  and  put  both  the  conscious  and 
unconscious  minds  back  into  deep  dreams  of  peace. 
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Friday  .  .  .  February  19 

Attended  the  meeting  in  New  York  at  which  rep- 
resentatives of  the  government  and  the  Advertising 
Council  placed  some  of  their  major  information 
problems  before  the  food  industry.  This  will  come 
close  to  being  the  critical  test  of  OWI's  declared 
intention  to  rely  on  private  industry  for  its  adver- 
tising needs.  In  spite  of  some  deficiencies  in  the 
presentations  at  this  meeting,  the  proposals  were, 
on  the  whole,  well  received  by  the  advertisers  pres- 
ent. Now  let  us  see  how  well  they  will  implement 
them. 


Saturday .  .  .  February  20 

Put  in  some  hours  weeding  my  overcrowded 
bookshelves  to  see  what  I  might  contribute  to  the 
Victory  Books  campaign.  The  task  turned  out  to  be 
a  sort  of  sentimental  journey  through  all  my  yester- 
days, as  I  picked  up  and  looked  into  books  which  I 
had  not  handled  for  years.  Here  was  one  which,  as 
a  young  man,  had  the  most  profound  influence  on 
me  of  any  book  I  ever  read.  Here  were  gifts  from 
acquaintances  almost  forgot;  memorabilia  of  jour- 
neys long  ago  made;  signposts  of  intellectual  by- 
ways started  down  and  never  followed.  And  here, 
too,  I  regret  to  say,  were  books  borrowed  in  forgot- 
ten days  and  never  returned.  A  pretty  good  picture 
of  a  man's  life,  his  bookshelves. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  February  21 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  How  much  can  the  workers  in 
psychology  of  the  individual  contribute  to  advertis- 
ing? The  record  is  not  clear.  Walter  Dill  Scott,  I 
beUeve,  made  the  first  attempt  more  than  twenty- 
five  years  ago,  in  his  **Psychology  of  Advertising,*' 
with  meager  results.  Later  the  famous  exponent  of 
Behaviorism,  John  Watson,  tried  his  hand  at  it.  But 
advertising  absorbed  John  without  absorbing  much 
of  his  psychology.  Recently  a  friend  of  mine  re- 
ported some  productive  results  from  the  use  of 
techniques  developed  by  Freud.  But  on  the  whole, 
I  am  inclined  to  look  to  the  work  of  the  social  psy- 
chologists as  more  hkely  to  bear  fruit  which  we  can 
pick. 

Monday  ,  .  .  February  22 

Working  at  home  on  this  holiday,  I  was  run  down 
on  the  long  distance  phone  by  a  chent  in  an  area 
where  Washington's  birthday  is  not  observed.  In 
our  concentration  on  national  advertising  and  mar- 
keting we  sometimes  overlook  how  strong  the  re- 
gional influences  still  are  in  this  vast  country.  One 
example  of  them  is  the  variation  in  the  observance 
of  Lincoln's  and  Washington's  birthdays.  In  it  can 
be  traced  not  only  the  old  Civil  War  lines  of  cleav- 
age, but  other  variations  in  political  thinking  and 
customs  which  influence  people's  behavior. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  February  23 

Over  the  entire  week-end  and  holiday  just  passed 
I  not  only  worked  at  home  myself,  but  had  several 
other  people  doing  the  same,  in  order  to  complete 
a  job  of  writing  which  a  cHent  had  said  must  be 
ready  today.  Now,  upon  delivery,  it  turns  out  that 
he  cannot  consider  using  it  for  several  weeks.  One 
reason  why  copywriters  quietly  go  mad. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  February  24 

A  St.  Louis  correspondent  wants  to  know  what  I 
would  suggest  as  post-war  discussion  material  for  a 
small  group  of  business  men  who  are  exploring  this 
subject  together.  I  would  strongly  recommend,  first, 
that  they  read  and  discuss  Peter  Drucker's  two 
books:  "The  End  of  Economic  Man*'  and  '*The  Fu- 
ture of  Industrial  Man."  After  that,  I  would  get  all 
of  the  material  issued  by  the  Committee  for  Eco- 
nomic Development,  and  see  how  I  could  help  im- 
plement the  plans  of  this  committee,  locally.  This 
latter  material  may  be  had  by  writing  the  commit- 
tee at  the  Commerce  Building,  Washington. 

Thursday  .  .  .  February  25 

The  item  above  reminds  me  of  the  night  I  at- 
tended the  meeting  of  a  somewhat  similar  group  in 
London,  some  years  ago.  This  was  composed  of 
about  20  able  men  from  various  walks  of  life.  They 
met  once  a  month,  for  a  dutch  treat  dinner,  and  in- 
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formal  discussion  over  pipes  and  ale  afterward. 
Each  meeting  was  devoted  to  some  one  subject, 
with  the  discussion  started  by  a  man  who  knew 
something  about  it.  The  night  I  was  there  the  sub- 
ject was  Euthanasia,  or  legalized  mercy  deaths  by 
doctors,  which  was  then  being  proposed  in  a  bill 
before  Parhament.  The  exponent  was  the  head  of 
one  of  London's  big  hospitals,  and  the  leading  op- 
ponent a  Church  of  England  priest.  We  need  more 
such  groups  in  this  country,  to  take  the  place  of  the 
old  cracker  barrel  forums,  and  to  bring  us  individ- 
ually into  contact  with  people  outside  our  own 
trade  and  social  groups. 

Friday  .  .  .  February  26 

A  couple  of  years  ago  a  brilliant  but  shy  woman 
came  to  enhst  my  interest  in  a  social  service  enter- 
prise which  she  beheved  was  much  needed.  She 
wanted  to  work  for  its  development  herself,  but 
wanted  somebody  else  to  take  the  leadership.  When 
I  urged  her  to  carry  the  banner  herself  she  said  she 
had  no  capacity  for  it.  I  told  her  just  to  make  a 
start,  and  then  keep  putting  one  foot  in  front  of 
another.  She  did,  and  today  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  her  dream  completed.  Thus  are  great  things 
done. 

Saturday  .  .  .  February  27 

Worked  on  my  farm  income  tax  report,  and  sud- 
denly, through  all  the  tedious  computations,  began 
to  feel  the  sap  of  the  farm's  life.  Here  was  the  rec- 
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ord  of  plowing,  planting,  and  harvesting;  of  breed- 
ing, feeding,  and  marketing.  Here  were  the  suc- 
cesses and  the  failures— and  the  men  who  shared  in 
them,  with  their  sweat,  their  jokes,  their  friend- 
ships. When  the  tax  collector  comes,  can  spring  be 
far  behind? 

Sunday  .  .  .  February  28 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  One  of  the  old  debates  among  the 
philosophers  is  whether  the  world  should  be  viewed 
as  a  collection  of  separate  individuals,  or  whether 
society  in  the  aggregate  is  a  sort  of  thing-in-itself. 
That  is,  are  there  just  a  lot  of  separate  minds  to  be 
influenced,  or  is  there  a  super  mass-mind?  Now  this 
is,  in  fact,  the  debate  which  is  at  the  root  of  two 
different  schools  of  advertising  thought.  For  exam- 
ple, the  mail  order  advertiser  usually  seems  to  think 
of  the  world  as  a  collection  of  individuals,  each  of 
which  he  is  trying  to  sell  separately.  At  the  other 
extreme,  the  so-called  institutional  advertiser  usu- 
ally seems  to  have  hazy  ideas  about  influencing  the 
mass-mind.  Not  only  copy  styles  are  affected  by 
which  of  these  views  is  held,  but  the  choice  of 
media  may  be  determined  by  it. 
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March,  1943 


Monday  .  .  .  March  1 

Lunched  with  a  well-known  economist.  He 
claimed  that  the  greatest  war  danger  to  which  the 
American  people  are  not  yet  awake  is  inflation.  In 
England,  he  said,  this  has  been  stopped  in  its 
tracks  by  taxes  and  enforced  savings,  and  by  com- 
plete wage  and  price  controls.  He  thought  our  gov- 
ernment would  never  have  the  courage  to  go  as  far 
until  the  people  were  aroused  to  the  danger.  Here 
is  a  theme  some  advertisers  may  see  a  chance  to 
do  something  with. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  March  2 

Looking  over  a  series  of  rough  layouts  submitted 
by  an  art  director  today,  I  wondered  how  we  came 
to  make  this  end  of  our  business  so  complex.  The 
straining  that  goes  on  for  originality  in  layout  is 
mostly  hocus-pocus.  If  we  would  only  stick  to  the 
simple,  direct,  and  unself -conscious  forms  that  are 
really  the  best  we  could  materially  reduce  the  cost 
of  ad  preparation.  Perhaps  the  growing  shortage  of 
art  directors  will  teach  us  this. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  March  3 

The  Army  has  a  good  many  so-called  public  re- 
lations officers,  but  the  increasing  questioning  of  its 
policies  makes  me  wonder  whether  they  are  up  to 
their  job.  There  may  be  the  best  reasons  in  the 
world  why  we  need  the  size  Army  which  the  heads 
of  it  are  demanding;  and  why  they  need  to  buy  up 
all  the  great  quantities  of  goods  they  are  taking  off 
the  market;  but  if  so  the  pubhc  has  not  been  made 
to  understand  them.  The  greatest  post-war  tragedy 
that  could  happen  to  us  would  be  such  a  revulsion 
from  mihtary  ways  as  would  throw  us  back  into 
another  starved  Army  program. 

Thursday  .  .  .  March  4 

Nine-tenths  of  all  the  waste  work  in  this  business 
comes  from  trying  to  write  copy  before  we  have 
really  determined  what  it  is  we  are  trying  to  sell. 
The  answer  seems  obvious  when  we  have  a  product 
that  we  want  the  reader  or  hstener  to  buy,  but  the 
proposition  we  are  going  to  make  him  to  get  him 
to  buy  is  not  always  so  easy  to  formulate.  And  to- 
day, when  so  often  we  are  trying  to  sell  an  idea 
only,  the  clear  definition  of  that  idea  is  a  necessary 
prerequisite  to  good  copy  work. 

Friday  .  .  .  March  5 

Visiting  in  New  York  today  I  was  invited  to  at- 
tend a  meeting  of  the  Advertising  Council.  It  would 
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be  my  respectful  suggestion  to  this  group  that  it 
extend  as  many  such  invitations  as  is  practicable.  No 
one  attending  such  a  meeting  can  fail  to  be  im- 
pressed by  the  evidences  of  the  devoted  and  intelli- 
gent work  which  the  Council  is  doing  in  the  total 
war  eflFort. 

Saturday  .  .  .  March  6 

Lunching  with  some  friends  in  a  smart  restaurant, 
they  pointed  out  to  me  the  woman  who  is  the 
"BUthe  Spirit"  in  Noel  Coward's  play  of  that  name. 
But  I  thought  the  real  bhthe  spirit  was  at  our  table 
—a  young  woman  hving  on  what  a  Heutenant  hus- 
band could  send  her,  and  sufFused  with  happiness 
because  she  will  soon  be  a  mother. 

Sunday .  .  .  March  7 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  One  of  the  reasons  why  we  need 
to  get  this  subject  fully  developed,  and  its  parts 
defined,  is  to  be  better  able  to  say  who  is  an  adver- 
tising man.  When  we  employ  a  lawyer,  doctor,  or 
even  an  architect  we  have  the  guarantee  that  he 
has  been  subjected  to  the  learning  of  at  least  some 
minimum  body  of  knowledge.  I  can  see  no  reason 
why  the  business  man,  when  he  is  invited  to  risk 
large  sums  of  money  on  the  judgment  of  an  adver- 
tising man,  should  not  have  similar  assiurances. 
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Monday  .  .  .  March  8 

Talked  today  with  the  owner  of  a  small  business 
which  has  been  liquidated  for  lack  of  materials  and 
labor.  It  was  not  a  business  of  any  particular  im- 
portance to  its  community,  and  it  seemed  a  very 
dull  one  to  outsiders.  But  it  was  this  man's  "work 
of  art,"  the  thing  that  gave  meaning  to  his  life.  For 
twelve  years  he  had  struggled  to  build  it  up,  put- 
ting into  it  all  his  money,  all  his  energies,  and  all 
his  dreams.  Probably  no  big  corporation  employe, 
from  president  down,  can  ever  understand  how 
much  more  than  a  livelihood  this  man  has  lost. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  March  9 

It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  never  seen  a  time 
when  our  chents  made  so  many  demands  upon  us 
for  overnight  work.  The  exigencies  of  their  own 
war  adaptations,  plus  the  unforeseen  demands  from 
government  for  assistance,  are,  of  course,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  it.  Coming  on  top  of  our  own  growing  man- 
power shortages  these  demands  wreck  all  efforts  at 
production  scheduling,  and  run  our  overtime  into 
fantastic  figures.  Some  days  I  feel  we  are  entitled 
to  put  up  that  motto  of  General  Somervell's :  **We 
do  the  Impossible  immediately;  the  Miraculous 
takes  a  httle  longer." 

Wednesday  .  .  .  March  10 

It  wasn't  too  long  ago  that  even  the  best  advertis- 
ing illustrators  of  the  country  were  crying  for  work. 
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Photography  and  "realism"  were  the  order  of  the 
day,  and  the  art  director  who  proposed  using  any- 
thing else  was  eyed  askance  and  suspected  of  being 
out-of-date.  Now  all  this  is  changed.  Campaign 
after  campaign  built  around  the  painted  picture 
breaks  into  print.  The  illustrators  are  in  the  saddle 
again,  and  art  directors  nm  at  their  stirrups.  Young- 
sters in  the  business  might  make  note  of  this  as  one 
of  those  fashion  cycles  in  advertising  which  they 
will  often  see  repeated  in  their  lifetime. 

Thursday  .  .  .  March  11 

Talked  with  several  of  the  big  food  processors 
who  had  been  called  to  Washington  and  asked  by 
Secretary  Wickard  to  raise  a  fund  of  $2,500,000  to 
do  an  urgent  advertising  job  for  him.  They  were  all 
hopping  mad  about  it,  and  the  Secretary  was  poorly 
advised  to  handle  it  in  the  way  he  did.  But  what 
the  food  men  overlook  is  one  highly  significant  fact 
in  this  request.  This  is,  I  think,  the  first  time  that 
a  high  ranking  member  of  this  administration  has 
expressed  a  dependence  upon  advertising  to  get  his 
job  done.  And  that  is  very  important  to  an  industry 
which  in  turn  is  as  dependent  upon  advertising  as 
the  food  industry  is. 

Friday  .  .  .  March  12 

Thirty  years  ago  I  had  something  to  do  with  the 
introduction  of  one  of  the  first  products  for  check- 
ing and  deodorizing  perspiration.  Shortly  thereafter 
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the  Journal  of  the  American  Medical  Association 
pilloried  it  as  a  dangerous  preparation;  and  Samuel 
Hopkins  Adams,  in  a  series  of  muckraking  articles, 
cited  it  as  a  flagrant  example  of  the  harm  done  to 
the  public  by  ad  men.  Indeed,  for  many  years  the 
whole  field  of  personal  grooming  preparations  has 
been  a  happy  hunting  ground  for  the  advertising 
reformer.  But  now  the  War  Production  Board  lists 
deodorants  and  other  cosmetics  as  among  the  es- 
sentials of  a  bedrock  economy;  and  the  most  hard- 
bitten industrial  managers  have  suddenly  discov- 
ered what  color,  clothes,  and  cosmetics  mean  to  the 
morale  of  women  workers.  Thus  does  Time  con- 
found the  views  of  men. 

Saturday  ,  .  .  March  13 

Had  an  interesting  discussion  today,  with  an  ad- 
vertiser, about  the  level  of  pubUc  taste.  He  belongs 
to  the  school  which  beHeves  that  good  taste  in  ad- 
vertising is  an  actual  deterrent  to  sales;  that,  like 
Tiffany's  windows,  it  makes  the  average  man  or 
woman  feel  "this  is  not  for  me."  He  also  cites  the 
way  most  people  dress  and  furnish  their  homes  as 
proof  that  their  appreciation  of  color  and  form  is  at 
a  low  level.  But  I  contended  that  there  has  been  a 
great  improvement  in  the  public  taste  in  the  last 
generation;  and  that  in  the  average  person  the  ap- 
preciation of  beauty  exceeds  his  abihty  to  create  it. 
I  think  one  proof  of  this  change  may  be  found  in  a 
comparison  of  the  mail  order  catalogs  of  today  with 
those  of  twenty  years  ago. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  March  14 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  The  physical  sciences  have  made 
their  great  advances  through  the  experimental 
method.  The  biological  sciences  likewise.  But  the 
social  sciences  (of  which  advertising  is  an  appH- 
cation)  have  been  woefully  handicapped  because 
their  problems  cannot  be  brought  under  the  same 
degree  of  experimental  control.  As  a  substitute 
technique  these  sciences  have  turned  to  new  meth- 
ods in  statistics,  so  that  more  and  more  it  looks  as 
though  the  advertising  man  of  the  future  will  have 
to  learn  the  language  of  the  higher  mathematics. 
A  dreary  outlook. 

Monday  .  .  .  March  15 

Busied  myself  with  the  final  details  of  getting  off 
my  income  tax  report,  and  then  sat  up  late  solacing 
myself  with  an  intriguing  book  called  "Life  in  a 
Noble  Household  1641-1700."  It  shows  how  the  first 
Duke  of  Bedford  got  and  spent  his  income,  down 
to  the  last  pence.  If  our  income  tax  reports  called 
for  the  same  land  of  detailed  report  the  country 
would  probably  revolt— but  we  would  have  the 
greatest  body  of  marketing  data  possible  to  secure. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  March  16 

Interested  to  note  the  appearance  recently  of  in- 
stitutional and  financial  report  advertisements  from      | 
two  proprietary  medical  houses.  In  the  days  when 
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Earl  Reeve  was  the  star  salesman  for  The  Saturday 
Evening  Post  in  the  West  he  used  to  refer  to  cer- 
tain kinds  of  promotion  as  **confidential  advertis- 
ing.** By  this  he  meant  advertising  which  might  be 
highly  effective  as  a  direct  selling  tool,  but  which 
failed  to  build  any  over-all  reputation  for  the  com- 
pany. Medical  advertisers,  by  and  large,  have  al- 
ways hewed  to  this  line;  but  every  man  yearns  for 
some  kind  of  pubHc  recognition  sooner  or  later. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  March  17 

In  came  a  client  with  his  bowels  in  an  uproar  be- 
cause a  competitor  had  been  allowed  to  make  some 
exaggerated  claims  in  a  recent  pubhcation.  Such 
things,  of  course,  are  worth  keeping  an  eye  on,  and 
making  proper  protests  about.  But  in  the  long  run 
I  always  think  WilHe  Hoppe  had  the  right  idea. 
When  somebody  asked  his  manager  how  it  was  that 
Willie  always  won  his  matches,  the  answer  was: 
**Willie  is  always  playing  billiards,  while  his  com- 
petitors are  always  playing  Willie.'* 

Thursday  .  .  .  March  18 

Heard  on  good  authority  that  the  Army  is  barely 
keeping  up  with  its  need  for  blood  plasma.  This 
modern  miracle  is  saving  so  many  lives  on  the  bat- 
tlefields that  I  began  to  wonder  why  more  people, 
including  myself,  had  not  contributed  their  pint  of 
blood.  Made  a  little  first-hand  investigation  which 
indicated  that  most  people  shrunk  from  the  idea 
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because  the  simple  procedure  they  would  have  to 
go  through  was  unknown.  When  this  was  explained, 
specifically  and  in  detail,  their  squeamishness 
tended  to  disappear.  To  get  a  man  to  do  a  thing, 
let  him  see  himself  doing  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  March  19 

The  incredible  fact  that  America,  the  nation  of 
plenty,  can  be  short  of  food,  is  now  coming  home 
to  every  man's  table.  Six  months  ago  I  heard  one 
of  the  leaders  of  the  food  industry  warn  a  group  of 
top  people  in  Washington  that  this  would  happen, 
but  they  paid  no  attention  to  him.  Now  we  are  in 
for  it,  and  probably  Secretary  Wickard,  as  Food  Ad- 
ministrator, will  get  the  blame.  But  the  truth  is  that 
this  is  another  case  of  divided  responsibility— Man- 
power Commission  on  farm  labor,  WPB  on  farm 
machinery,  OPA  on  price  controls,  and  Army  and 
Lease-Lend  on  purchasing  pohcies. 

Saturday  .  .  .  March  20 

Went  to  see  Helen  Hayes  in  her  new  part  as 
Harriet  Beecher  Stowe.  When  I  got  home,  could  not 
rest  until  I  had  searched  out  a  yellowed  copy  of 
"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  given  me  in  1896  by  a  long- 
forgotten  teacher.  Found  I  remembered  the  story 
clearly  enough,  but  had  not  been  conscious  of  the 
way  it  was  interlarded  with  discussion  and  denun- 
ciation of  the  slave  traflBc.  Badly  written  though  it 
is,  here  is  one  of  the  most  influential  tracts  ever 
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produced,  and  we  advertising  men  can  learn  some- 
thing from  it 

Sunday  .  .  .  March  21 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  What  about  Prestige-that  intan- 
gible quahty  which  is  over  and  above  merit  or 
authority,  and  is  so  valuable  to  a  product  or  com- 
pany when  secured?  What  are  the  ways  in  which 
advertising  can  help  build  it?  There  is  a  story  about 
Lord  Chesterfield  which  is  suggestive.  "Walk  down 
the  street  with  me,'*  he  said  to  a  socially  ambitious 
young  man,  ''it  will  make  your  fortune."  Thus,  per- 
haps, do  certain  kinds  of  testimonials  work— trans- 
ferring prestige  by  association.  But  here  is  a  whole 
field  for  study  in  itself. 

Monday  .  .  .  March  22 

Talked  with  a  banker  who  has  been  making  an 
intensive  study  of  post-war  prospects.  He  believes, 
as  I  do,  that  the  strongest  demand  of  the  people  of 
this  country  will  be  for  full  and  continuous  employ- 
ment. The  demand  for  this  may  be  so  strong  that 
every  business  will  have  to  plan  its  operations  with 
such  employment  as  its  first  objective.  In  such  plan- 
ning advertising  will  have  to  receive  a  new  kind  of 
consideration  from  top  management,  as  one  tool  in 
a  program  for  continuous  production. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  March  23 

Two  weeks  ago  a  client  notified  me  that  he  would 
have  to  go  out  of  business  because  his  draft  board 
had  notified  him  that  his  enterprise  was  nonessen- 
tial, and  that  both  he  and  his  male  employes  must 
register  with  the  U.  S.  Employment  Service  for  es- 
sential occupations.  Today  he  wired  me  that  a  new 
ruHng  had  come  through  declaring  his  business  es- 
sential to  civilian  supply.  Respectfully  referred  to 
the  advocates  of  a  planned  economy. 


Wednesday  .  .  .  March  24 

Darwin  developed  his  great  theory  of  evolution 
and  the  origin  of  species  from  his  observation  of 
the  variations  in  plants  and  animals.  Even  minute 
variations,  he  found,  often  gave  one  variety  a  win- 
ning edge  in  the  struggle  for  survival.  Working  in 
accordance  with  this  law,  plant  and  animal  breed- 
ers nurture  these  minute  variations  until  they  de- 
velop dramatic  improvements  and  even  new  spe- 
cies—as Luther  Burbank  did,  for  instance.  The  same 
law  holds  good  for  merchandise.  Often  the  varia- 
tions between  competitive  products  are  minute 
ones.  But  searched  out  and  nurtured  by  advertising 
they  become  the  basis  for  product  survival,  im- 
provement, and  development.  This  is  why  govern- 
ment grade  labehng  and  other  efforts  at  standard- 
ization are,  in  the  long  run,  deterrents  to  progress. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  March  25 

Rereading  tonight  one  of  Sir  Francis  Younghus- 
band's  books  on  the  attempts  to  climb  Mt.  Everest 
I  was  struck  by  one  incident.  At  the  last  minute  the 
Grand  Llama  of  Tibet  became  suspicious  of  the 
motives  of  one  expedition  and  refused  it  permission 
to  cHmb  the  mountain.  But  the  leader  explained  to 
him  that  his  group  belonged  to  a  strange  rehgious 
sect  whose  Gods  Hved  on  mountain  tops.  It  was 
therefore  necessary  for  his  people  to  climb  moun- 
tains for  purposes  of  worship.  This  was  putting  the 
matter  in  a  hght  which  a  religious  leader  like  the 
Llama  could  understand,  and  permission  was  gra- 
ciously accorded.  Salesmanship. 

Friday  .  .  .  March  26 

Traveling  once  myself  along  the  border  of  Tibet, 
I  was  oflFered  by  a  furtive  native  trader  a  most  beau- 
tiful hand-embroidered  bedspread.  It  had  been 
made,  he  said,  for  the  bed  of  an  Indian  princess. 
He  also  implied  that  it  might  have  been  stolen 
therefrom.  Doubtless  the  tale  wasn't  true,  but  it 
added  an  interest  to  the  piece  which  raised  its  value 
in  my  eyes,  and  does  to  this  day— so  that  whenever 
I  exhibit  it  I  tell  this  story.  A  subjective  value,  aided 
by  good  copy,  which  I  cheerfully  paid  for. 

Saturday  .  .  .  March  27 

Got  through  to  the  farm,  and  found  that  the  tuhps 
which  I  planted  last  fall  are  up  about  three  inches, 
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and  the  ground  already  turned  for  vegetable  plant- 
ing. The  new  chicken  house  is  finished,  for  an  in- 
creased production  of  eggs  and  fryers.  Two  steers 
are  fattening  for  butchering  as  we  need  them,  and 
the  supply  of  hams  and  bacon  will  hold  us  imtil 
next  fall.  Appointed  myself  head  of  the  Rationing 
Board. 

Sunday  .  .  .  March  28 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  J.  B.  S.  Haldane,  a  famous  Eng- 
lish biochemist,  was  once  urged  to  take  an  active 
part  in  pohtics.  He  replied  that  he  was  doing  so  by 
sticking  to  his  laboratory  and  exploring  the  chemi- 
cal foundations  of  human  behavior.  Explaining  this, 
he  said  that  a  hundred  years  ago  no  metallurgist 
could  tell  a  rule-of -thumb  worker  in  steel  anything 
that  was  as  useful  as  the  worker's  "feel"  for  his  ma- 
terial. But  eventually  the  scientific  worker  in  this 
field  was  able  to  revolutionize  steel  processing.  So 
in  politics,  he  thought,  the  practicing  pohtician, 
with  his  intuitive  knowledge,  could  beat  the  scien- 
tific student  of  human  nature  aU  hollow  today;  but 
that  eventually  the  scientist  would  catch  up  and 
pass  him.  So  it  is  in  advertising.  We  must  still  make 
most  decisions  on  an  intuitive  basis.  But  it  is  not 
smart  to  hold  that  there  will  never  be  any  other 
basis,  and  to  shut  our  eyes  to  the  growing  body  of 
measurable  knowledge  as  it  develops. 
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Monday  .  .  .  March  29 

Strolling  along  a  New  York  canyon  at  sundown  I 
noted  for  the  first  time  that  the  skyscrapers  of  com- 
merce reach  nearer  to  Heaven  than  do  the  spires  of 
the  churches.  Thought  there  must  be  some  signifi- 
cance in  this,  but  just  what  it  was  eluded  me  for 
the  moment. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  March  30 

Interested  in  studying  the  reading  ratings  on  two 
different  pubHcation  campaigns  which  we  have  run 
on  the  same  product.  The  first  secured  relatively 
high  ratings,  and  was  accompanied  by  a  modest  in- 
crease in  sales.  The  second  secured  very  low  rat- 
ings, but  was  followed  by  a  sensational  sales  in- 
crease. The  conclusion  seems  to  be  that  reading 
ratings  are  just  what  the  name  impHes— good  indi- 
cators of  reading,  but  not  necessarily  indicators  of 
the  sales  appeal  of  what  is  read. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  March  31 

Years  ago  I  had  a  client  who  went  from  New 
York  to  Atlantic  City  for  nearly  every  week-end. 
He  insisted  on  having  the  railroad  right  of  way 
practically  lined  with  painted  bulletins  displaying 
his  name  and  wares,  the  chief  value  of  which  was 
that  he  could  sit  in  the  club  car  with  his  friends  and 
watch  himself  march  by.  Some  of  the  easy  war 
money  of  today  is  resulting  in  the  same  kind  of  ad- 
vertising, particularly  in  pubhcations  read  princi- 
pally by  business  men. 
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April,  1943 


Thursday  .  .  .  April  1 

See  by  the  trade  news  that  another  big  advertiser 
has  split  his  business  among  four  agencies.  If  a 
manufacturer  has  products  which  are  closely  com- 
petitive between  themselves— as  in  the  soap  busi- 
ness—I can  see  some  wisdom  in  this  procedure.  But 
when  an  advertiser's  chief  reason  for  such  a  move 
is  to  maintain  an  alleged  state  of  competition  be- 
tween agencies  he  makes  a  mistake.  The  failure  to 
secure  an  over-all  counseling  relationship  with  one 
good  agency  will  more  than  offset  the  possible 
gains  from  a  competitive  stimulus  among  agencies. 

Friday  .  .  .  April  2 

In  Washington  talked  with  some  of  the  labor  peo- 
ple who  were  riled  over  Lou  Maxon's  rise  to  power 
in  OPA.  It  seems  that  Lou  doubted  whether  grade 
labeling  would  be  a  factor  in  the  winning  of  the 
war.  This  alone  was  enough  to  make  Donald  Mont- 
gomery, now  CIO  representative  to  OPA,  cry  **Off 
with  his  headi*'  These  battles  of  the  Potomac  are 
great  helps  to  Hitler. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  April  3 

Woke  at  the  farm  to  find  a  warm  smi  shining  and 
every  sour  cherry  tree  a  miracle  of  bloom.  But  by 
nightfall  a  cold  wind  came  up  out  of  the  Northwest 
which  made  me  shiver  with  apprehension  for  my 
future  pies.  Thanked  the  Lord  that  I  had  had  sense 
enough  to  plant  my  orchard  where  there  is  good  air 
drainage,  so  that  my  chances  of  being  frosted  out 
are  greatly  diminished. 

Sunday  .  .  .  April  4 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  It  is  said  that  a  Lord  &  Thomas 
man  once  tried  to  persuade  A.  D.  Lasker  to  set  up 
a  market  research  department.  "What  good  would 
it  do?*'  said  A.  D.  **A  stack  of  figures  a  foot  high 
wouldn't  change  my  mind  if  I  didn't  agree  with 
them."  This  story  may  be  apocryphal,  but  it  per- 
fectly illustrates  the  reliance  which  skilled  advertis- 
ing men  have  placed  on  their  intuitions.  Lasker 
had  these  intuitive  processes  highly  developed,  and 
used  them  with  great  profit  to  himself  and  his  cli- 
ents. What  these  processes  are,  and  how  they  may 
be  developed,  are  still  subjects  of  the  highest  im- 
portance in  our  craft. 

Monday  .  .  .  April  5 

Went  over  several  pieces  of  copy  done  by  a  com- 
petent writer.  Everything  about  them  was  sound, 
but  there  was  no  magic  in  them— none  of  that  in- 
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tangible  quality  which  makes  one  girl,  or  one  piece 
of  merchandise  seem  more  desirable  than  all  the 
rest.  Telling  a  copywriter  how  to  capture  this  is 
about  as  diflScult  as  telling  a  wallflower  how  to  do  it. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  April  6 

Talked  with  a  former  ad  man  who  is  now  a  naval 
officer  assigned  to  duty  in  Washington.  He  thought 
that  most  men  who  have  gone  there  in  uniform  are 
happy,  and  most  who  have  gone  as  civihan  volun- 
teers are  unhappy.  The  diflFerence,  he  said,  is  that 
the  uniformed  man  learns  to  take  orders,  do  the  job 
he  is  assigned  to  as  best  he  can,  and  let  somebody 
else  assume  the  responsibility  for  winning  the  war. 
He  doesn't  expect  to  do  it  all  by  himseH,  as  the 
civihans  do. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  April  7 

Being  a  believer  in  the  long-run  value  of  a  prop- 
erly run  labor  union,  probably  I  shouldn't  speculate 
on  this  thought.  But  as  a  technical  problem  in  social 
pressures  it  has  interested  me  to  observe  the  mal- 
adroit procedures  of  the  opponents  of  unions.  The 
sure  way  to  destroy  unions  would  be  to  devise 
means  of  making  them  socially  unpopular  among 
the  people  they  must  appeal  to.  The  fact  that  such 
groups  as  airline  pilots  and  newspaper  writers  like 
to  avoid  the  word  "union"  when  they  organize  sug- 
gests that  this  might  not  be  impossible. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  April  8 

There  is  a  gcx)d  deal  of  talk  nowadays  about  how 
the  C  and  D  economic  groups  have  practically  dis- 
appeared, as  war  wages  have  pushed  them  up  into 
the  B  or  even  A  levels.  No  doubt  this  is  so  as  far  as 
incomes  are  concerned.  But  it  does  not  follow  that 
the  consumption  patterns  in  these  homes  change  as 
rapidly  or  as  radically.  Indeed,  there  is  concrete 
evidence  that  they  do  not.  The  social-cultural  strata 
tend  to  remain  the  same,  and  the  desire  and  taste 
for  certain  kinds  of  merchandise  do  not  automat- 
ically follow  upon  purchasing  power. 

Friday  .  .  .  April  9 

Studying  a  case  in  which  one  piece  of  copy  has 
been  constantly  repeated  for  about  five  years  with 
great  success,  I  wondered  why  there  are  not  more 
hke  it.  Certainly  there  is  a  good  deal  of  evidence 
that,  for  certain  types  of  products,  this  repetition  of 
one  winning  advertisement  is  more  productive  than 
the  usual  practice  of  making  every  insertion  a  dif- 
ferent one.  Probably  one  deterrent  is  the  agency's 
fear  that  they  will  not  seem  to  be  earning  their  com- 
missions. A  procedure  which  solves  this  is  to  keep 
one  piece  of  proved  copy  going,  but  also  to  keep  up 
a  testing  program  in  the  search  for  a  better  piece. 

Saturday  .  .  .  April  10 

Got  my  first  planting  of  peas,  carrots,  chard,  rad- 
ishes, and  onions  into  the  ground;  and  then  sat  back 

141 


on  my  haunches  watching  the  neat  rows  as  though 
the  first  shoots  might  appear  at  any  moment. 

Sunday  .  .  .  April  77 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  The  intuitive  processes,  which 
every  advertising  man  has  to  rely  upon  in  the  ab- 
sence of  exact  knowledge,  are  a  kind  of  distillation 
of  his  mother-wit.  He  builds  his  success  on  a  stock 
of  almost  unconscious  knowledge  about  the  ways 
people  of  every  kind  Hve,  learn,  yearn,  and  act. 
This  he  has  soaked  up  from  the  social  soil  in  which 
he  was  raised,  and  his  hmitations  will  tend  to  be 
the  Hmitations  of  that  soil— by  geography,  income 
groups,  and  cultural  patterns.  As  he  prospers  his 
dangers  begin.  There  is  very  little  sustenance  for 
the  intuitions  in  the  rich  suburbs,  big  hotels,  and 
exclusive  clubs.  How,  as  Kiphng  said,  to  *  walk 
with  Kings  nor  lose  the  common  touch**  becomes 
his  problem. 

Monday  .  .  .  April  12 

See  by  the  papers  that  Dad  Stanton,  gentleman 
of  the  old  school,  has  left  us.  I  well  remember 
the  first  day  he  called  upon  me,  thirty-odd  years 
ago,  representing  Century  Magazine.  When  I  asked 
him  how  much  circulation  his  book  had  he  looked 
shocked.  Nobody,  he  said,  had  ever  asked  him  that 
question  before.  Indeed,  he,  himself,  had  never 
asked  it  of  the  pubhsher,  because  everybody  knew 
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that  the  Century  reached  all  the  best  people.  I  never 
bought  any  space  from  him,  but  I  always  admired 
and  respected  him. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  April  13 

A  man  toils  at  his  business  year  after  year,  and 
sees  a  thousand  specific  things  from  which  he  draws 
the  generalized  conviction  that  "this  is  the  greatest 
business— or  greatest  product— of  its  kind  in  the 
world."  Then  he  wants  to  transmit  that  same  gen- 
eral conviction  to  the  pubhc  through  advertising. 
Too  often  he  feels  that  this  can  be  done  if  he  only 
shouts  his  own  generalization  loud  enough  and  long 
enough.  He  forgets  the  thousand  specific  things  out 
of  which  his  generaHzation  grew,  and  is  unable  to 
see  that  the  best  way  to  transmit  his  conviction  is 
to  let  the  public  reach  the  same  conclusion  from  the 
same  specific  experiences.  Institutional  advertising, 
in  particular,  suffers  from  this  common  human  ten- 
dency. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  April  14 

Somewhat  related  to  the  above  is  the  desire  of 
the  inexperienced  advertiser  to  *liit  'em  in  the  eye,*' 
with  layout,  type,  and  illustrations— particularly  with 
big  pictures  of  the  package.  We  have  all  had  the 
experience  of  finding  ourselves  trying  to  make  a 
foreigner  understand  us  by  raising  our  voice.  A  lot 
of  advertising  shows  evidence  of  the  same  instinc- 
tive delusion.  The  problem  is  not  to  '*hit  'em  in  the 
eye,"  but  to  hit  'em  in  the  mind. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  April  15 

Musing  on  the  two  preceding  entries  I  thought 
how  much  misunderstanding  there  is  about  the 
whole  subject  of  getting  attention  in  advertising.  It 
is  often  dealt  with  as  though  the  problem  were  a 
purely  physical  or  optical  one— forcing  the  eye  to 
Hght  on  the  ad.  The  diflSculty  of  doing  this  is  greatly 
exaggerated,  even  for  small  ads  on  a  newspaper 
page.  The  real  problem  is  to  turn  the  flash  of  op- 
tical or  auditory  exposure  which  you  buy  into  in- 
stant mental  attention,  by  what  you  say.  Use  optics 
to  give  the  eye  a  chance  to  focus  on  your  baited 
hook,  yes.  But  worry  and  work  over  that  bait. 

Friday  .  .  .  April  16 

The  hullabaloo  made  by  the  resigning  writers  of 
OWI's  domestic  division  does  highlight  the  basic 
confusion  in  that  organization's  pohcies.  In  the 
President's  directive  setting  up  this  agency  the  word 
"propaganda"  does  not  appear.  It  is  technically  an 
"information"  agency,  and  a  legalistic  argument  can 
be  made  that  it  has  no  charter  for  the  conduct  of 
propaganda— at  least  on  the  home  front.  But  the 
fact  is  that  the  home  front  needs  propaganda.  Not 
in  the  sense  of  deceit,  as  its  opponents  use  the  word; 
but  in  the  original  sense,  as  used  by  the  Church,  for 
the  Propagation  of  the  Faith.  Elmer  Davis  wavers 
between  his  rightful  dislike  of  propaganda  in  the 
deceit  sense,  and  his  somewhat  dim  awareness  of 
its  need  in  the  Faith  sense. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  April  17 

When  I  left  town  this  morning  for  the  farm  a 
warm,  gentle  rain  was  falling.  Every  townsperson  I 
saw  was  bemoaning  a  wet  week-end,  but  I  could 
only  feel  the  seeds  in  my  garden  beginning  to  stir, 
the  thirsty  fruit  trees  uncurling  more  roots,  and  the 
alfalfa  fields  sucking  more  nitrogen  into  the  soil. 

Sunday  .  .  .  April  18 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  It  was  Owen  D.  Young,  I  believe, 
who  spoke  some  years  ago  to  a  graduating  class  of 
his  Alma  Mater  about  the  education  of  the  intui- 
tion. Thus  if  we  need  any  dignifying  of  this  alleged 
feminine  quality  as  important  in  business  we  have 
it.  I  have  never  run  across  any  scientific  attempt  to 
analyze  the  intuitive  process,  but  I  suppose  its  foun- 
dation must  be  in  close  observation  and  attentive 
listening.  We  all  know  that  the  most  revealing 
things  about  a  man  are  often  his  little,  unconscious 
actions.  Probably  we  store  up  our  observations  of 
these  in  a  series  of  intangible,  unformulated  im- 
pressions; put  them  together  in  our  minds  uncon- 
sciously; and  then  some  day  say  we  have  a  *liunch" 
that  he  is  a  so-and-so. 

Monday  .  .  .  April  19 

"Where  is  your  kid  now?*'  said  an  old  advertising 
friend  when  I  met  him  on  the  street  today.  **Flying 
an  Army  transport  from  Brazil  to  Africa  and  India," 
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I  said.  "Tell  him  to  look  up  my  youngster  at  the  air- 
port in  Saud  Arabia,  where  he  hops  across  the  Red 
Sea,"  he  replied.  Just  casual  hke. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  April  20 

Finished  reading  the  life  of  George  Washington 
Carver,  the  great  Negro  scientist.  Damyankees  in 
particular  ought  to  read  it  if  they  would  understand 
what  the  Negro  race  is  up  against,  and  what  the 
South  suflFers  from.  But  what  most  impressed  me  in 
this  book  was  its  indirect  and  unspoken  tribute  to 
the  role  of  the  business  man.  For  more  than  a  quar- 
ter century  Carver  made  magnificent  contributions 
to  industrial  and  agricultural  chemistry;  but  very 
httle  appears  to  have  been  done  with  them,  for  lack 
of  an  exploiting  mind  to  put  them  to  use. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  April  21 

Lunched  with  a  publisher  of  subscription  books 
who  was  full  of  sighs  over  the  irony  of  events. 
Never  in  forty  years  of  such  publishing  had  he  seen 
such  an  appetite  for  his  sets  as  now  exists.  It  would 
be  easy,  he  said,  to  become  a  millionaire  almost 
overnight,  if  there  were  only  enough  paper  avail- 
able to  turn  out  all  the  sets  he  could  sell. 


Thursday  .  .  .  April  22 

Boring  into  the  history  and  records  of  a  new 
chent's  operations,  I  could  see  that  I  finally  embar- 
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rassed  him  by  the  number  of  questions  to  which  he 
should  have  known  the  answers  but  didn't.  I  have 
never  seen  the  business  (including  my  own)  with 
which  this  couldn't  be  done.  The  late  J.  O.  McKin- 
sey  of  Chicago  once  told  me  that  his  whole  success 
as  a  business  analyst  was  built  on  such  questions, 
and  that  even  the  great  U.  S.  Steel  Corporation 
couldn't  answer  them.  We  can  all  profit  by  tiiis  kind 
of  scrutiny  from  a  detached  observer. 

Friday  .  .  .  April  23 

It  seems  to  me  that  radio  script  writers— many  of 
whom  have  had  no  printed  advertising  experience 
—do  not  always  suflBciently  value  the  opening  sen- 
tence in  the  commercial.  The  temptation  to  tmn  the 
dial,  or  close  the  mind,  on  a  commercial  is  the  same 
as  the  tendency  to  flip  a  magazine  page.  So  that  first 
sentence  in  the  commercial  has  the  same  job  to  do 
as  the  headline  in  print:  namely,  to  intrigue  the  in- 
terest. There  used  to  be  a  local  station  program  for 
a  loan  oflBce  in  Chicago  which  had  the  trick.  As  the 
music  faded,  over  the  air  came  the  voice  of  the  an- 
nouncer saying:  "Do  any  of  you  need  money?" 

Saturday  .  .  .  April  24 

Took  the  farm  truck  into  town  today  for  a  spring 
overhauHng,  and  to  get  a  load  of  bran  and  chops 
for  our  milk  cows.  I  have  an  uneasy  feeling  that  if 
I  ever  figured  out  the  true  cost  of  producing  our 
milk  I  would  find  it  cheaper  to  drink  champagne. 
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But  my  chum  demands  no  ration  points;  and  if  a 
man  has  his  own  clabber  pans  and  cottage  cheese 
sack  in  the  milk  house  he  can  view  many  food 
shortages  with  equanimity. 

Sunday  .  .  .  April  25 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  If  an  advertisement  is  to  have  any 
emotional  tug  it  must,  Hke  any  other  work  of  art, 
sum  up  and  highlight  a  certain  area  of  human  ex- 
perience. The  relation  of  this  to  scientific  knowl- 
edge is  well  stated  by  Karl  Pearson  in  "The  Gram- 
mar of  Science.*'  In  this  he  says:  "When  we  see  a 
great  work  of  the  creative  imagination,  a  striking 
picture  or  a  powerful  drama,  what  is  the  essence 
of  the  fascination  it  exercises  over  us?  Is  it  not  be- 
cause we  find  concentrated  into  a  brief  statement 
...  or  a  few  symbols  ...  a  wide  range  of  human 
emotions  and  feehngs  which  we,  in  the  long  course 
of  experience,  have  been  consciously  or  uncon- 
sciously classifying?"  In  short,  the  artist,  through  his 
intuitive  processes,  has  made  the  same  kind  of  siun- 
mation  which  the  scientist  makes  from  his  patient 
collection  of  measurable  facts. 

Monday  .  .  .  April  26 

Victor  Schwab,  of  Schwab  &  Beatty,  whose  work 
I  have  always  admired,  sends  me  a  copy  of  his  Httle 
book,  "How  to  Write  a  Good  Advertisement.**  In 
this  he,  too,  makes  some  points  recently  noted  here 


148 


about  the  intuitive  processes.  Of  course,  what  I 
would  be  glad  to  trade  him  a  couple  of  eyeteeth 
for  are  his  records  of  pull  on  mail  order  ads, 

Tuesday  .  .  .  April  27 

Hoist  by  my  own  petardl  A  client  wanted  an  ad 
to  promote  the  Red  Cross  appeal  for  blood  donors. 
Working  on  it  overcame  my  own  procrastination  on 
this  most  real  of  all  civilian  opportunities,  so  up  and 
did  it.  The  procedure  is  magnificently  simple,  pain- 
less, efficient,  and  human.  And  it  leaves  you  with  the 
positive  knowledge  that  you  have  saved  at  least  one 
hfe. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  April  28 

The  New  York  Times  has  been  carrying  some  in- 
teresting reports  on  a  recent  outbreak  among  the 
jitterbugs  there.  One  neurologist  whom  they  inter- 
viewed about  it  said:  "All  of  life,  all  humanity,  the 
cosmos  itself,  is  built  upon  the  beat  principle  .  .  . 
One  of  the  secrets  of  Hitler's  power  as  an  orator  is 
in  his  reiteration,  in  the  beat,  the  pulse,  the  rhythm 
of  his  speech."  Here  is  stated  what  every  powerful 
copywriter  knows.  It  is  this  beat  in  copy  which  is 
so  often  damaged  when  the  literal  minded  begin  to 
edit  it. 

Thursday  .  .  .  April  29 

Talked  with  a  member  of  the  economic  staff  of 
the  Coordinator  of  Inter-American  Affairs.  He  fears, 
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and  says  the  South  Americans  fear,  an  overenthusi- 
astic  commercial  invasion  of  those  countries  by  us 
in  the  post-war  period.  If  we  descend  upon  diem 
with  the  appetites  of  a  swarm  of  locusts  we  shall 
be  resisted.  But  if  we  come  prepared  to  plant,  to 
till,  to  harvest,  and  to  share  with  them  in  the  steady 
development  of  their  countries  we  will  be  wel- 
comed. 

Friday  .  .  .  April  30 

A  sailor  boy,  with  the  insignia  of  a  Navy  photog- 
rapher on  his  sleeve,  showed  up  in  the  office  this 
morning.  He  had  managed  to  wangle  a  day's  leave 
to  see  if  he  could  peddle  some  pictures  of  his  own 
made  in  oflF  hours,  and  he  had  traveled  all  night  at 
his  own  expense  to  do  it.  When  I  took  him  to  our 
art  department  he  saw  a  current  exhibit  of  water 
colors  there,  and  fell  on  it  with  the  eager  Httle  ani- 
mal sounds  of  a  starving  man.  Here  is  one  boy,  at 
least,  who  is  living  in  the  hope  of  something  better 
than  war. 
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May,  1943 


Saturday  .  .  .  May  7 

Woke  at  the  farm  this  morning  to  find  a  new 
chestnut  filly,  out  of  the  old  Morgan  mare,  wabbling 
around  the  corral.  A  creature  as  gentle  as  a  kitten, 
and  already  showing  signs  of  that  instinctive  Hking 
for  men  which  always  distinguished  her  mother.  I 
promptly  named  her  May  Day. 

Sunday  .  .  .  May  2 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  Recently  I  sat  on  a  committee 
with  five  other  experienced  advertising  men,  to  plan 
a  war  pubHcity  program.  I  was  struck  by  the  speed 
with  which  we  harmonized  our  thinking.  The  basis 
for  this  was  a  conmion  training  in  getting  at  the 
heart  of  a  problem,  and  a  common  sensitivity  to  the 
pulse  beats  of  public  opinion.  It  is  the  process  of 
cultivating  this  sensitivity  which  is  the  most  impor- 
tant element  in  advertising  education  now.  Years  of 
work  with  our  material  is,  of  course,  the  great  con- 
tributing factor.  But  unless  the  mental  pores  are 
kept  open  in  certain  ways  it  seems  that  this  material 
has  very  little  effect. 
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Monday  .  .  .  May  3 

After  years  of  resisting  the  temptation,  I  finally 
fell  today  for  one  of  the  finest  of  the  minima  cam- 
eras, widj  a  fast  f,L9  lens.  I  began  making  pictures 
as  a  boy,  with  the  first  Brownie  which  Eastman  ever 
put  out.  It  cost  $2— a  whole  week's  pay.  Photog- 
raphy has  taken  a  goodly  sum  of  money  from  me 
since,  but  I  consider  it  one  of  the  best  investments 
I  have  made.  It  taught  me  to  see  pictures;  and  it 
taught  me  something  of  the  preciseness  which  is 
required  whenever  the  hands  must  be  trained  to 
do  good  work.  In  a  world  made  up  of  so  much  loose 
talk,  as  advertising  is,  this  is  something. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  May  4 

At  lunch  I  listened  to  the  editor  of  a  well-known 
magazine  expound  the  beliefs  behind  his  editing. 
Apparently  his  chief  guide  to  the  selection  of  ma- 
terial is  a  continuing  reading  rating  of  editorial  con- 
tents. This  appears  to  me  to  be  two  dimensional 
editing— length  and  breadth,  with  no  depth.  The 
Reader's  Digest  was  a  successful  magazine  when  it 
was  only  a  convenient  digest.  It  became  a  great 
magazine  when  it  began  to  publish  articles  of  its 
own,  designed  to  influence  a  course  of  action.  An 
editor  who  is  after  popularity  alone  will  end  up  by 
winning  just  that. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  May  5 

A  correspondent,  who  identifies  himself  (?)  only 
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as  an  agency  employe,  berates  me  for  my  recent 
entry  about  labor  unions.  He  does  not  see  how  I 
can  possibly  be  a  sincere  believer  in  unions  and  at 
the  same  time  be  speculating  on  methods  for  de- 
stroying them.  Here  is  the  gap  between  the  par- 
tisan and  the  professional.  The  problems  and  tech- 
niques of  the  pubhcist  may,  in  my  view,  be  studied 
quite  apart  from  the  ends  for  which  they  are  used. 
Just  as  an  army  staff  may  train  itself  in  devising 
plans  for  the  invasion  of  a  friendly  country,  so  I 
like  to  exercise  on  hypothetical  problems  which 
might  be  presented  to  a  manipulator  of  pubhc  opin- 
ion. 

Thursday  .  .  .  May  6 

When  I  first  came  into  the  advertising  business 
one  of  the  giants  of  those  days  was  John  Lee  Mahin. 
His  name  was  known  from  coast  to  coast,  wherever 
advertising  men  gathered.  Then  the  day  came  when, 
standing  by  the  doorway  into  an  advertising  conven- 
tion, I  saw  Mr.  Mahin  ask  for  admission  without  a 
soul  there  but  me  recognizing  his  name.  As  the 
Bible  story  says:  "A  new  King  arose  in  the  land  who 
knew  not  Joseph.*'  That  new  king,  in  the  form  of  a 
new  generation,  is  always  coming  on;  and  all  Big 
Shots  are  hereby  respectfully  reminded  of  their  fate. 

Friday  .  .  .  May  7 

Having  a  car  which  I  need  to  move  permanently 
from  one  state  to  another,  I  went  today  to  my  local 

153 


rationing  board  to  see  if  an  extra  gas  allowance  for 
this  purpose  could  be  secured.  Either  this  board's 
staff  is  badly  overworked,  or  it  is  hopelessly  organ- 
ized. There  was  no  provision  for  the  orderly  han- 
dling of  inquirers,  and  it  took  me  about  an  hour 
merely  to  get  an  application  blank.  The  man  next 
to  me  said,  with  wrath,  that  his  appHcation  had 
been  filed  for  two  months,  with  no  action,  and  now 
appeared  to  be  lost.  Meantime,  several  pompous 
gents,  with  all  the  earmarks  of  poHticos,  strolled  in 
and  out  in  a  knowledgeable  way.  Later,  by  locating 
one  of  these,  I  was  assured  that  my  application 
would  receive  prompt  attention. 

Saturday  .  .  .  May  8 

Another  unseasonable  day,  raw  and  cold.  Even 
the  deep-rooted  alfalfa  seems  to  be  standing  still, 
and  I  am  afraid  that  we  will  be  at  least  two  weeks 
late  in  the  first  cutting  this  year.  With  alfalfa  prices 
the  highest  I  have  ever  seen  in  our  neighborhood 
that's  a  loss  which  can  be  calculated  in  substantial 
terms.  The  weather  man  may  be  a  joke  in  the  city, 
but  to  a  farmer  he  takes  on  the  character  of  an  in- 
dustrial engineer. 

Sunday  .  .  .  May  9 

ON  THE  NATURE  OF  ADVERTISING 
KNOWLEDGE.  The  great  discovery  of  American 
production  genius  was  what  could  be  accomplished 
when  big  problems  are  broken  down  into  little 
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ones.  This  made  the  miracle  of  the  assembly  lines 
possible.  A  man  begins  to  get  somewhere  in  the 
accumulation  of  advertising  knowledge  when  he 
adopts  the  same  principle.  Let  him  tackle  this  big 
subject  in  little  bits  and  it  becomes  manageable. 
Why,  for  instance,  do  we  start  an  ad  with  a  head- 
line? How  do  we  know  that  such  a  practice  in- 
creases advertising  effectiveness?  Let  him  answer 
that  one  first,  and  then  move  on. 

Monday  .  .  .  May  10 

Standing  in  line  to  buy  a  railroad  ticket,  I  was 
reminded  of  the  old  saying  that  there  is  very  little 
wrong  with  a  business  that  orders  won't  cure.  For 
years  the  railroads  were  in  the  financial  and  eco- 
nomic doldrums,  and  many  were  the  grandiose 
schemes  devised  to  save  them.  But  now  the  move- 
ment of  men  and  goods  for  war,  the  shortages  in 
ship,  automobile,  and  air  transportation,  and  the 
greater  prosperity  of  millions,  are  taxing  all  rail  fa- 
ciUties.  Result:  debts  being  paid  off,  bankruptcies 
being  voided,  and  rail  stocks  being  bid  up.  Even 
John  Lewis  and  the  coal  operators  could  probably 
resolve  their  problems  if  they  had  enough  orders  to 
operate  mines  at  capacity. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  May  1 1 

Lunched  with  an  executive  of  one  of  our  big  de- 
partment stores.  He  said  the  demand  for  merchan- 
dise continued  to  be  insatiable,  and  that  so  far  they 
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had  been  able  to  keep  supply  somewhere  near  it 
only  by  all  sorts  of  buying  ingenuity.  In  many  out- 
of-tiie-way  spots  they  have  discovered  little,  im- 
known  producers  of  unique  articles,  whose  output 
in  total  has  helped  substantially  in  the  maintenance 
of  the  store's  volume. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  Majp  12 

The  Art  of  Advertising  is  concerned  with  selling 
goods,  whereas  the  Art  of  the  Advertising  Business 
is  concerned  with  selling  advertisers.  The  distinc- 
tion is  important,  especially  for  the  beginner,  who 
must  in  the  end  learn  both  trades.  To  learn  the  Art 
of  Advertising,  which  is  the  solid  foundation,  take 
your  eyes  oflF  the  big  color  pages,  and  pay  close  at- 
tention to  the  httle  ads  in  newspapers  and  maga- 
zines—to the  medical  "readers,"  the  mail  order  gadg- 
ets, and  the  food  specialties.  Pay  particular  atten- 
tion to  the  ads  which  are  repeated  again  and  again; 
these  are  known  pullers.  Study  them  closely  to  see 
how  they  get  that  itch  for  orders  into  them. 

Thursday  .  .  .  May  13 

One  subject  which  has  been  highhghted  by  the 
war  is  the  question  of  small  business  vs.  big  in  this 
country.  We  are  beginning  to  realize  that  there  may 
be  some  basic  differences,  of  great  social  import- 
ance, between  them.  One  is  in  the  nature  of  the 
business  ownership.  A  proprietor  who  \s  operating 
on  and  risking  his  own  capital  is  what  we  really 
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think  of  when  we  talk  about  "free  enterprise."  It 
is  not  so  clear  that  the  management  of  a  big  corpor- 
ation, which  has  very  little  personal  ownership  in 
it,  is  in  the  same  position,  and  is  entitled  to  the 
same  degree  of  freedom. 

Friday  .  .  .  May  14 

Years  ago  Professor  Judd  of  the  University  of  Chi- 
cago showed  how  the  consumption  of  reading  mat- 
ter began  to  rise  in  this  country  after  the  introduc- 
tion of  the  McGuffey  Readers  taught  the  oncoming 
generations  how  to  read.  I  thought  of  this  today 
after  listening  to  a  group  of  educators  discuss  de- 
velopments in  Visual  Education— that  is,  teaching 
by  films  and  other  visual  devices.  Here  is  a  move- 
ment which  might  have  equally  far-reaching  eflFects 
—on  literature  and  on  advertising. 

Saturday  .  .  .  May  15 

Went  down  to  southern  Ohio,  to  my  family  home, 
and  found  the  dogwood,  redbud,  and  Hlacs  in  late 
bloom.  There  is  no  fairer  land  than  this  one,  with 
its  gentle  hills,  rolling  farms,  and  quiet  villages.  The 
Revolutionary  soldiers  of  the  Order  of  the  Cincin- 
nati thought  so,  too,  when  they  came  to  settle  these 
parts  in  the  days  of  America's  youth.  They  left  upon 
the  land  the  imprints  of  a  society  of  free  men  which 
even  modem  industrialism  has  not  yet  wiped  out. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  May  16 

Spent  much  of  the  day  reading  a  new  Hfe  of 
John  Morgan,  the  brilliant  Confederate  raider  who 
taught  the  military  world  new  tactics  in  the  use  of 
cavalry.  In  July,  1862,  he  escaped  from  a  trap  of 
Federal  troops  by  capturing  the  town  of  Cynthiana, 
Ky.,  where  my  mother  was  a  girl  of  five.  On  the 
morning  after  the  battle  she  was  taken  to  Morgan  s 
camp  by  my  grandfather,  a  southern  supporter. 
There  they  found  the  Colonel  just  beginning  his  re- 
treat soutii.  Though  in  the  heart  of  enemy-held 
country,  this  dashing  commander  swung  the  Httle 
girl  to  the  saddle  before  him,  and  gaily  rode  her 
home  before  departing.  And  if  you  don  t  beheve  it, 
says  my  mother,  you  can  see  the  very  horse,  with 
him  upon  it,  in  the  Lexington,  Ky.,  statue  to  this  day. 
A  Rebel  still,  and  proud  of  it. 

Monday  .  .  .  May  17 

There  are  many  ways  to  start  an  ad,  but  one  of 
the  best,  if  not  the  best,  is  to  tell  the  reader  how  to 
get  something  he  aheady  wants.  The  formula  is  sim- 
ple enough,  but  tjie  real  problem  is  to  put  your  fin- 
ger on  that  want.  It  may  be  something  so  obvious— 
hke  the  merchandise  itself— that  you  will  tend  to 
overlook  it,  and  start  farther  back  than  you  need 
to.  Or  it  may  be  something  so  obscure— hke  pieces 
of  the  Blarney  stone— that  it  takes  sharp  eyes  to  find 
it.  But  I  note  that  all  the  really  successful  ad  writ- 
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ers  spend  more  time  studying  people's  wants  than 
anything  else. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  May  18 

Riding  a  crowded  streamliner  today,  in  which 
every  space  was  filled,  and  people  sat  up  overnight^ 
in  the  club  car,  I  thought  that  the  great  unsung 
heroes  of  our  civiHzation  are  the  Pullman  porters. 
For  many  years  I  spent  as  much  as  one-third  of  all 
my  nights  in  their  care,  and  if  there  is  any  finer 
body  of  pubHc  servants  anywhere  than  these  men 
I  can*t  think  who  it  may  be.  Inasmuch  as  historians 
commonly  neglect  to  record  such  really  significant 
featvues  of  a  day,  I  would  like  to  see  a  statue  of  a 
Pullman  porter  erected,  say  in  the  nation's  capital. 
Maybe  Advertising  Age  could  start  a  fund  for  one. 
m  chip  in  if  the  Pullman  Company  will. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  May  19 

Went  to  see  an  experiment  in  Occupational  Ther- 
apy being  conducted  for  convalescing  soldiers,  by 
one  of  our  military  hospitals.  The  boys  were  as  busy 
as  the  traditional  beavers,  making  things  with  their 
hands— carving  hnoleum  prints,  modehng  animals 
in  clay,  and  making  useful  articles  for  themselves 
out  of  scrap  leather.  The  teachers  were  all  volun- 
teer handicraftsmen,  and  both  they  and  the  pupils 
were  having  a  hearty  time.  I  have  seen  lots  of  tan- 
gled-up  ad  men  get  over  the  jitters  with  a  day  of 
just  such  work,  and  it  looked  to  me  as  though  these 
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tough  hombres  were  getting  the  same  kind  of  re- 
sults. 

Thursday  .  .  .  May  20 

A  friend  of  mine  on  the  Yale  faculty  sends  me  a 
pamphlet  in  which  he  and  a  colleague  propose  a 
complete  revamping  of  the  educational  methods  in 
law  schools.  In  it  he  stresses  the  fact  that  lawyers 
have  become  the  most  influential  poHcy-making 
people  of  our  time,  in  government  and  in  business. 
They  have  certainly  crept  up  on  us  in  the  advertis- 
ing business  in  the  last  few  years;  and  from  what 
I  have  seen  them  do  to  make  selling  ineffective  I 
am  ready  to  vote  that  they  need  some  kind  of 
change  in  their  education. 

Friday  .  .  .  Majy  21 

A  mail  order  client  came  in  today  with  a  letter  he 
had  received  from  a  woman,  in  answer  to  a  circular 
one  which  I  had  written  for  him  recently.  She  said 
his  letter  had  appealed  to  her  deepest  emotions, 
and  made  her  want  to  know  him  better.  Was  he 
married,  and  could  he  send  her  a  photograph  of 
himself?  Now  the  client  wants  me  to  answer  her  so 
as  to  keep  the  customer  and  lose  the  admirer.  What 
a  business! 

Saturday  .  .  .  May  22 

For  three  months  my  Airedale  has  been  lost,  but 
today  I  found  him.  The  people  who  picked  him  up 
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on  the  roadside  had  treated  him  well.  But  when  he 
saw  me,  he  grabbed  my  hand  in  his  mouth,  and 
raced  me  up  and  down  their  yard  in  a  frenzy  of  joy. 
Tonight  he  is  sleeping  again  outside  my  door,  and 
I  can  hear  that  friendly  thump  of  his  tail  on  the 
floor  whenever  he  hears  me  move. 

Sunday  .  .  .  May  23 

Another  rainy  Svmday,  just  right  for  a  log  fire  and 
a  new  book.  So  picked  up  .Dr.  Fosdick's  last  one, 
"On  Being  a  Real  Person."  Almost  anybody  could 
get  something  for  himself  out  of  this,  but  an  adver- 
tising man  can  get  a  lot  if  he  reads  it  as  the  case 
book  of  a  man  who  probably  has  seen  the  insides 
of  as  many  people  as  anybody  living. 

Monday  .  .  .  May  24 

Most  ad  men  long  for  a  product  of  their  own  on 
which  they  can  exercise  their  talents.  If  they  can 
make  money  for  others  (they  think)  why  not  for 
themselves?  And  besides,  there  is  the  longing  to 
produce  advertising  which  will  require  no  other 
okay  than  their  own.  Many  have  tried  it,  and  some, 
like  the  late  A.  W.  Erickson,  have  made  marked  suc- 
cesses; but  more  have  failed.  I  failed  the  first  two 
times  I  tried  it,  but  hit  on  the  third  and  fourth.  But 
whether  it  brings  success  or  failure,  the  experience 
is  highly  educational.  The  man  who  has  wrestled 
with  the  total  problems  of  a  business,  and  spent  his 
own  money  for  advertising  space  or  time,  has  more 
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respect  for  his  employer  or  client,  and  is  a  better, 
more  mature  advertising  man  and  counselor. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  May  25 

It  has  always  been  easy  for  me  to  be  sympatico 
with  our  Spanish  American  neighbors.  My  father 
was  bom  in  the  north  of  Ireland,  in  County  Tyrone, 
where,  as  he  used  to  say,  **the  face  of  an  honest  man 
never  was  known."  I  went  there  once  to  climb  the 
family  tree.  The  roots,  I  found,  were  Scotch  Presby- 
terian; but  a  shipwrecked  Spanish  sailor  had  gotten 
into  our  branch  at  some  time,  and  left  traces  of  his 
name  and  temperament.  I  was,  myself,  christened 
with  a  Spanish  form  of  a  Scotch  name,  although  I 
have  never  used  it.  However,  I  have  carried  on  the 
tradition  by  naming  my  Scotch  terrier  Chico  Mc- 
Gillicuddy.  He  sometimes  looks  a  httle  dour  at  such 
levity. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  May  26 

Jim  O'Shaughnessy  sends  me  a  piece  he  has  writ- 
ten, proposing  that  advertising  men  be  given  a  place 
at  the  Peace  Table,  when  it  comes.  I  wish  I  might 
beheve  there  are  some  among  us  with  the  stature 
for  such  recognition,  but  I  am  afraid  the  facts  of  life 
are  agin  it.  We  are  too  shallow  rooted  a  profession, 
and  do  not  have  enough  of  what  Vincent  Sheean 
calls  "a  sense  of  history.**  But  we  are  young  yet; 
give  us  time. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  May  27 

Churchill  and  Roosevelt  are  certainly  the  great- 
est team  of  politicians,  statesmen,  and  world  lead- 
ers of  today.  They  carry  responsibilities  which  one 
might  think  would  bow  them  down.  Yet  I  never  see 
a  photograph  of  either  of  them  which  does  not  re- 
veal that  comfortable  look  which  comes  only  to  a 
man  in  whose  line  business  is  very,  very  good. 

Friday  .  .  .  May  28 

Had  a  letter  from  a  man  who  has  been  flirting 
with  me  for  years  about  doing  some  advertising  for 
him.  But  I  know  several  people  who  have  tried  and 
never  succeeded  in  writing  copy  to  please  him.  Be- 
cause he  keeps  waiting  for  the  perfect  copy,  the 
perfect  medium,  and  the  perfect  set  of  conditions, 
he  never  gets  his  advertising  started.  Secretary 
Chase  said;  "The  way  to  resume  (specie  payments) 
is  to  resume."  And  the  way  to  begin  advertising  is 
to  begin. 

Saturday  ...  May  29 

Poetry  is  not  my  dish,  and  I  seldom  develop  a 
taste  for  it.  But  here  is  a  verse,  found  on  an  old 
English  ale  mug,  which  so  exactly  describes  my 
condition  and  sentiments  that  I  wish  I  might  have 
had  the  wit  to  write  it: 
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Let  the  wealthy  and  great 
Roll  in  splendour  and  state 
I  envy  them  not  I  declare  it 

I  eat  my  own  lamb 
My  own  chickens  and  ham 
I  shear  my  own  fleece  and  I  wear  it 
I  have  lavms  I  have  bowers 
I  have  fruits  I  have  flowers 
The  lark  is  my  morning  alarmer 

So  my  jolly  boys  now 
Here's  God  speed  die  plough 
Long  life  and  success  to  the  farmer 

Sunday  .  .  .  May  30 

Here  endeth  the  fifty-second  week  of  the  keeping 
of  this  Diary.  It  has  been  fun  for  me  to  do,  has 
seemed  to  please  some  readers,  and  has  certainly 
irritated  others.  Sometimes,  as  I  read  it  over,  I 
soimd  more  critical  and  cynical  than  I  have  meant 
to  be.  I  shall  have  to  reform,  and  dispense  more  of 
that  treacle  to  which  the  readers  of  business  papers 
are  accustomed. 

Monday  .    .  May  31 

Studying  what  people  want,  and  telling  them 
ways  to  get  it,  are  the  ad  man's  business.  In  Dr. 
Fosdick's  recent  book  he  says:  **Of  the  three  major 
figures  in  modem  psychiatry,  Freud  may  roughly 
be  represented  as  saying  that  man  wants  most  of 
all  to  be  loved;  Jimg  as  saying  that  he  wants  most  of 
all  to  feel  secure;  Adler  that  he  wants  most  of  all 
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to  feel  significant.**  Love,  security,  and  significance 
sometimes  flow  together,  and  are  all  yields  of  the 
same  situation.  But  at  times  the  yearning  for  one 
will  take  such  priority  as  to  sacrifice  the  other  two. 
Remember  the  flagpole  sitters? 
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June,  1943 


Tuesday  .  .  .  June  1 

Talked  today  with  a  man  who  is  always  eager  to 
discuss  some  large,  general  scheme  for  human  wel- 
fare. Yet  in  all  his  personal  relationships  he  is  one 
of  the  most  selfish  men  I  have  ever  knovm;  and  I 
have  observed  over  the  years  that  he  never  weeds 
his  own  garden.  What  is  this  strange  paradox  in  the 
humanitarian's  character?  Communism,  which  glori- 
fies the  proletariat,  has  produced  some  monsters  of 
human  cruelty.  And  I  note  that  New  Dealers,  with 
all  their  love  of  the  Common  Man,  display  more 
venom  toward  those  who  disagree  with  them  than 
do  Democrats  or  Repubhcans. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  2 

Started  making  myself  a  file  on  ways  in  which  ad- 
vertising has  worked.  All  of  us  carry  a  series  of  such 
cases  around  in  our  heads,  but  I  have  long  wanted 
to  get  mine  down  on  paper  and  in  orderly  form. 
Took  as  my  No.  1  case  a  company  for  which  adver- 
tising does  the  complete  selling  job,  getting  cash 
orders  at  a  profit  direct  from  the  printed  page.  My 
hope  is  to  secure  enough  cases  in  each  such  classi- 
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fication  to  lead  to  some  general  conclusions  about 
the  conditions  under  which  advertising  may  be  ex- 
pected to  perform  in  certain  ways.  Neil  Borden 
made  the  first  careful  approach  of  this  kind  to  ad- 
vertising knowledge,  and  a  good  one,  in  his  case 
book  for  the  Harvard  business  school. 

Thursday  .  .  .  June  3 

For  more  years  than  she  would  like  to  have  me 
tell,  my  wife  has  been  getting  her  "vittles**  from  the 
advertising  business.  But  she  has  always  contended 
that  it  couldn't  last,  and  that  I  ought  to  get  into 
something  "real."  A  year  ago  she  felt  sure  that,  at 
last,  this  war  was  going  to  prove  her  right,  and  I  am 
afraid  that  the  revival  in  advertising  volume  is  a 
great  disappointment  to  her.  It  is  hard  for  lots  of 
people  to  understand  that  the  power  of  persuasion 
is  a  commodity  that  will  always  be  marketable. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  4 

By  and  large,  we  get  pretty  well  paid  in  this  ad- 
vertising business.  In  fact,  our  salary  scale  for  talent 
seems  excessive  to  most  manufacturers.  Yet,  I  am 
constantly  surprised  by  the  number  of  men  among 
us  who  are  eternally  hard  up.  Apparently  capacity 
to  save  has  nothing  to  do  with  capacity  to  earn.  A 
fellow  who  told  me  that  he  "couldn't  save  a  nickeF 
when  he  was  getting  $5,000  a  year,  still  tells  me  he 
can  t  on  $30,000. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  June  5 

Picked  my  first  sour  pie  cherries,  and  declared  the 
summer  season  oflBcially  open,  calendar  or  no  cal- 
endar. Brought  them  to  the  cook  with  a  jar  of  my 
finest  leaf  lard,  rendered  from  last  fall's  hogs,  and 
saved  just  for  shortening  pie  crusts.  Sometimes  it 
seems  to  me  that  Nature  herself  conspires  against 
my  waistline. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  6 

Opened  the  last  can  of  a  pipe  tobacco  which  I 
have  been  getting  from  England  for  many  years.  It 
came  from  a  little  shop  on  Pall  Mall,  just  off  St. 
James'  Street.  Having  customers  for  it  all  over  the 
world,  they  had  learned  how  to  pack  an  export  tin 
so  that  the  tobacco  kept  moist  and  fresh  in  any  cli- 
mate indefinitely.  I  hear  that  the  shop  has  been 
bombed  out  of  existence.  But  I  am  betting  that 
my  next  shipment  will  arrive  on  schedule,  because 
when  it  comes  to  export  England  "delivers  the 
goods."  If  we  think  they  are  going  to  let  us  take  any 
foreign  markets  away  from  them  without  a  struggle 
we  can  guess  again. 

Monday  .  .  .  June  7 

A  correspondent  suggests  that  I  devote  some 
space  in  this  Diary  to  criticism  of  current  advertise- 
ments. I  take  it  that  he  means  criticism  in  its  real 
sense  of  critical  examination,  leading  either  to  praise 
or  blame.  But  that  comes  under  the  heading  of  dan- 
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gerous  sports.  I  have  never,  myself,  submitted  an 
ad  for  one  of  the  estabhshed  advertising  awards- 
holding  it  to  be  doubtful  whether  any  outsider  can 
ever  evaluate  an  advertisement  when  he  doesn  t 
know  all  that  it  was  designed  to  do,  or  the  limita- 
tions imder  which  it  had  to  do  it. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  June  8 

Visited  a  small  town,  in  an  area  where  there  are 
no  war  industries.  Talked  with  the  one  banker  and 
several  of  the  retail  merchants.  They  all  told  me 
that  more  money  was  flowing  into  tie  town  than 
ever  before  in  its  history,  being  sent  there  by  serv- 
ice men  and  by  those  who  have  gone  off  to  work 
in  war  industries.  This  money  is  giving  the  retail 
merchants  the  best  business  they  ever  had,  in  spite 
of  consumer  goods  shortages.  Even  the  deadest  of 
inventory  items  is  moving.  Thus  does  economics 
often  confound  its  prophets. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  9 

I  am,  I  think,  a  shy  man;  and  particularly  am  I 
tongue-tied  in  the  presence  of  strange  ladies.  So 
while  I  am  flattered  when  a  woman  reader  of  this 
Diary  writes  me  that  she  enjoys  it,  I  am  a  httle  taken 
aback  when  she  personalizes  her  admiration.  Or 
am  I? 

Thursday  .  .  .  June  10 

The  volume  of  advertising  rolled  up  for  the  last 
war  bond  drive  is  impressive  evidence  of  the  sue- 
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cess  of  the  War  Advertising  Council  in  **marshalling 
the  forces,"  as  it  set  out  to  do.  But  the  percentage  of 
total  bond  sales  made  to  individuals,  while  better 
than  that  of  the  preceding  drive,  is  still  not  good 
enough  to  be  very  good  testimony  for  the  efiEective- 
ness  of  this  advertising.  Why  did  it  not  accompHsh 
more?  First,  perhaps,  because  the  efiFort  is  still  not 
as  well  coordinated  as  it  might  be.  And  second,  be- 
cause the  volume  of  sales  eflEort  did  not  match  the 
advertising  volume.  At  least,  in  my  own  case  no- 
body ever  actually  asked  me  to  buy  a  bond,  and 
few  people  whom  I  know  were  personally  soUcited 
for  an  order. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  11 

It  looks  to  me  as  though  we  had  made  a  good 
deal  of  progress  toward  the  socialist  ideal  of  the 
classless  state.  We  are  now  down  to  just  about  two 
classes:  government  inspectors  and  those  inspected. 
The  only  potential  political  candidate  who  seems  to 
see  any  issue  in  that  fact  is  Governor  Bricker  of 
Ohio. 

Saturday  .  .  .  June  12 

Some  days  life  on  a  farm  is  just  O.D.T.A.A.  This 
morning  I  woke  to  find  a  swarm  of  winged  ants  on 
my  bedroom  ceiling.  Apparently  they  had  nested  in 
the  roof  during  the  winter,  and  had  just  decided  to 
move.  No  sooner  had  the  spray  gun  blitzed  these 
than  there  came  a  report  of  new  gopher  damage  in 
the  orchard.  When  the  traps  for  these  gentry  were 
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set  the  water  pump  was  out  of  order.  Then,  to  top 
off  this  perfect  country  day,  came  a  hired  man  who 
wanted  to  quit  for  higher  wages  in  a  war  plant. 
Don't  buy  a  farm  unless  you  have  first  learned  the 
meaning  of  the  verb  **to  cope." 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  13 

Had  a  letter  from  a  friend  of  mine  who  has  spent 
most  of  his  life  as  a  political  reformer.  As  such,  he 
was  tireless  in  his  attacks  on  the  chicanery  of  poli- 
ticians. Then,  under  Roosevelt,  he  was  given  a  job 
as  an  important  administrator,  and  little  by  httle  I 
have  watched  him  become  a  practicing  politician, 
indulging  in  much  of  the  finagling  which  he  for- 
merly attacked.  It  is  unfortunate  but  true  that  there 
is  no  complete  defense  of  either  poHtics  or  advertis- 
ing which  does  not  involve  some  indictment  of  hu- 
man nature. 

Monday  .  .  .  June  14 

In  the  old  days  an  advertising  agent  could  count 
on  a  good  many  perquisites  from  publishers— sets  of 
books,  boxes  of  oranges,  and  whatnot  at  Christmas. 
But  as  the  business  became  more  aseptic  this  cus- 
tom, unhappily,  fell  into  disfavor.  I  am  reminded  of 
it  by  the  receipt  of  a  very  handsome,  and  very 
much  appreciated,  book  of  dog  stories  from  a  reader 
of  this  Diary;  and  by  the  gift  of  three  pamphlets  of 
homespun  philosophy  which  another  has  published. 
Such  generosity  should  be  encouragedl  Anybody 
got  any  meat  stamps  to  spare? 
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Tuesday  ,  .  .  June  15 

A  client  of  mine  has  begun  to  supply  all  his  em- 
ployes with  a  daily  dose  of  vitamin  tablets— a  re- 
spectable item  of  increased  cost  of  doing  business. 
K  ever  there  was  an  illustration  of  the  power  of  pure 
faith  this  vitamin  business  is  it.  While  there  is 
plenty  of  scientific  evidence  of  specific  results  from 
vitamin  intake,  few  normal  individuals  ever  see  it 
in  their  own  experience.  Probably  this  client  will 
never  see  it,  either,  in  traceable  increased  produc- 
tiveness or  decreased  absenteeism.  But  he  'l^elieves** 
it  is  a  "good  thing.'*  However,  about  15%  of  his  em- 
ployes apparently  **beHeve"  he  is  only  trying  to 
*'speed  them  up,''  so  they  will  have  none  of  it. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  16 

Finished  reading  a  book  on  land  resources,  put 
out  by  three  men  at  one  of  our  state  universities.  It 
is  an  excellent  scientific  report,  but  because  the 
subject  involves  hot  political  and  racial  conflicts  in 
that  particular  state,  I  could  see  all  through  it  where 
the  authors  had  pulled  their  punches.  Our  state  uni- 
versities have  become  great  institutions,  and  many 
of  them  do  as  fine  research  in  pure  science  as  is  be- 
ing done.  But  it  is  doubtful  whether  there  will  ever 
be  in  them,  or  in  any  government  institution,  as 
complete  academic  freedom  as  the  endowed  uni- 
versities provide.  Here  is  one  of  the  dangers  in  a 
taxation  pohcy  which  destroys  at  its  source  the 
great  accumulations  of  private  wealth. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  June  17 

We  are,  I  believe,  the  country  which  spends  on 
education  more  per  capita  than  any  other  in  the 
world.  We  certainly  buy  the  most  books  and  read- 
ing matter  of  every  kind.  And  yet  we  have  an  odd 
sort  of  reluctance  to  admit  our  beHef  in  learning.  So 
we  invented  such  phrases  as  *liigh  brow"  and  **five 
dollar  words"  to  cry  down  any  pretensions  to  intel- 
lectual activity;  and  most  of  us  go  about  very  care- 
fully guarding  ourselves  against  any  such  damaging 
charge. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  18 

Post-war  planning  may  be  getting  to  be  a  subject 
like  Mark  Twain's  weather.  It  is  easy  to  talk  about 
it  and  hard  to  do  anything  about  it,  especially  in  the 
field  of  marketing.  It  is  also  easy  to  feel  that  some- 
thing has  been  done  about  it  when  a  vice-president 
or  a  committee  in  charge  of  post-war  planning  has 
been  appointed.  In  trying  to  come  to  grips  with  the 
subject  in  my  business  I  have  found  I  could  get 
some  help  from  "Markets  After  the  War,"  issued  by 
the  Department  of  Commerce. 

Saturday  ...  June  19 

Visited  with  a  country  neighbor,  a  lorn  widow, 
who  runs  the  exchange  for  our  rural  telephone  line. 
She  gets  a  house  and  $40  a  month  for  her  job,  so 
statistically  she  is  among  the  under-privileged.  But 
her  wants  are  simple,  and  by  frugal  management 
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she  keeps  well  and  happy  on  this  income.  And  with 
her  radio,  the  Reader's  Digest^  and  all  those  tele- 
phone conversations,  I  find  that  she  always  has 
more  to  tell  me  than  I  her. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  20 

Running  over  my  Hbrary,  I  was  reminded  of  a 
day,  many  years  ago,  when  a  soHcitor  on  the  old 
Christian  Herald,  Arthur  Acheson,  astonished  me 
by  the  presentation  of  a  book  he  had  written,  called 
"Dark  Lady  of  the  Sonnets."  I  then  discovered  that, 
in  his  spare  time,  he  had  made  himself  one  of  the 
leading  Shakespearean  scholars  of  the  day— a  fact 
which  was  recognized  when  George  Bernard  Shaw 
quoted  him  in  one  of  his  prefaces.  But  this  scholarly 
pursuit  only  increased  Arthur's  humanness.  Calling 
one  day  on  a  tough  advertiser  in  my  bailiwick,  he 
was  told:  "Hell,  I  wouldn't  use  your  paper:  your 
people  are  too  rehgious.**  To  which  Arthur  suc- 
cinctly repHed:  "Listen,  mister,  were  not  so  G— 
d~d  rehgiousl'* 

Monday  .  .  .  June  21 

Fifteen  years  ago  Elmer  Davis  of  OWI  fame 
wrote  a  novel  about  King  David,  called  "The  Giant 
Killer."  In  it  he  showed  the  Psalmist  as  a  man  who 
always  got  the  credit  for  other  men  s  deeds— includ- 
ing the  killing  of  GoHath— and  always  escaped  the 
blame  for  his  own  misdeeds  and  mistakes.  Wonder 
whether  Elmer  ever  sees  a  parallel  as  he  surveys 
the  Washington  scene  today? 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  June  22 

I  have  a  friend  who  used  to  say  that  his  favorite 
reading  was  a  book  called  **Who's  Who,  What's  He 
Got,  and  How  to  Get  It**  by  Dun  and  Bradstreet. 
He  would  need  a  revised  edition  today.  The  surplus 
buying  power  now  spread  throughout  the  land  is 
hke  an  unworked  placer  minco  Anybody  who  wants 
to  get  rich  need  only  solve  the  problem  of  devising 
something  to  sell,  like  a  new  rehgion,  which  re- 
quires no  manufacturing  facihties. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  June  23 

The  publications  are  getting  tougher  about  ob- 
servance of  their  closing  dates,  and  rightly  so.  There 
is  no  real  excuse  for  nine  out  of  ten  requests  for  ex- 
tensions. In  most  cases  the  root  of  the  trouble  is  the 
failure  to  hold  copy  people  to  their  advance  dead- 
lines. Because  writers  dawdle  past  their  dates,  wait- 
ing for  inspiration  and  mood,  everybody  else  who  is 
to  work  on  the  job  gets  squeezed.  It  is  nonsense  to 
say  that  you  can  t  "get  an  idea**  by  4  o'clock  on 
Tuesday,  and  every  experienced  writer  knows  it. 

Thursday  ...  June  24 

Received  from  the  president  of  a  leading  corpora- 
tion an  elaborate  booklet,  extolhng  in  words  and 
pictures  what  his  company  is  doing  to  win  the  war. 
I  suppose  this  is  at  least  the  twenty-fifth  brochure 
of  this  kind  which  has  come  into  my  hands,  and  I 
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must  say  that  I  am  getting  damned  tired  of  them. 
Somehow  or  other  big  business  always  forgets  the 
lady  who  did  protest  too  much. 

Friday  .  .  .  June  25 

Rubbed  my  eyes  and  read  again  this  bit  in  a  gov- 
ernment pamphlet  on  post-war  planning:  **A  peace- 
time level  of  production  which  approaches  the  ca- 
pacity of  available  manpower  after  the  war  means  a 
substantial  increase  over  prewar  standards  of  hving. 
To  reach  this  higher  standard  of  living,  consumers 
must  be  persuaded  to  buy  more  things  than  they 
have  ever  had  before  .  .  .  This  calls  for  better  mar- 
ket analysis,  more  sales  research,  more  imagination 
and  ingenuity  in  developing  new  products  or  new 
markets  for  old  ones,  more  strenuous  efforts  to  im- 
prove promotion  and  distribution  methods."  Who 
let  this  wolf  into  the  New  Deal  sheepfold? 

Saturday  .  .  .  June  26 

Not  being  a  Catholic  (with  a  capital  C,  but  I  hope 
with  a  lower  case  one),  I  have  never  had  occasion 
to  know  any  of  the  black-robed  Sisters  of  that  faith. 
Indeed,  I  was  raised  to  think  of  them  as  completely 
withdrawn  from  this  world.  But  recently,  having 
estabhshed  a  hat-tipping  acquaintance  with  some 
Sisters  of  St.  Francis  who  run  a  school  in  our  neigh- 
borhood, I  thought  to  learn  more  about  them.  So 
my  wife  and  I  invited  four  of  them  to  lunch  today, 
and  they  graciously  accepted.   Remembering   St. 
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Paul's  injunction  we  took  a  little  wine  for  the  stom- 
ach's sake,  and  had  as  jolly,  fluent,  and  human  a 
meal  as  I  ever  sat  to.  Tlius  is  another  childish  no- 
tion outgrown. 

Sunday  .  .  .  June  27 

One  of  my  country  neighbors,  a  hard-working, 
honest  man,  is  constantly  bedeviled  by  emergencies. 
The  business  of  farming,  by  its  very  nature,  has  a 
higher  percentage  of  these  than  does  city  manufac- 
turing, but  this  man  has  more  than  his  share.  I  used 
to  th^k  him  a  child  of  misfortune,  but  now  I  can 
see  that  he  creates  most  of  his  troubles  by  a  plain 
lack  of  foresight.  This  seems  to  be  one  of  tiie  quali- 
ties in  which  men  bom  free  are  not  bom  equal. 

Monday  .  .  .  June  28 

Spent  the  day  in  a  small  town  which  is  the  capi- 
tal of  a  state.  Having  some  business  there  which 
brought  me  into  contact  with  different  groups  of 
citizens,  I  soon  discovered  which  famihes  formed 
the  socially  ehte.  No  town,  however  small,  is  with- 
out such  a  group;  but  how  it  forms  itself  no  man 
can  tell.  In  this  town  neither  the  richest  family  nor 
the  leading  official  one  is  counted  within  the  magic 
circle.  For  the  most  part  those  without  this  circle 
do  not  care  too  much,  but  sometimes  they  feel  a 
sense  of  bafflement  at  the  intangible  barriers  which 
keep  them  there. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  June  29 

As  I  go  about  the  country,  talking  with  a  good 
many  kinds  of  people,  I  find  that  the  subject  matter 
for  conversation  does  not  vary  much,  percentage- 
wise. First,  and  properly  so,  comes  the  weather- 
sure  instinct  for  tiie  importance  of  our  physical  en- 
vironment. Then  comes  man,  quite  Hterally  embrac- 
ing woman,  with  all  the  ramifications  thereof.  Most 
of  the  rest  can  be  summarized  under  food  and  drink, 
business  and  war.  Beyond  this  I  am  reminded  of 
what  WiUiam  James'  carpenter  said— that  there  is 
not  much  difference  between  one  man  and  another, 
but  what  little  there  is,  is  important. 

.  Wednesday  .  .  .  June  30 

I  hear  that  a  big  radio  contract  which  was  re- 
cently let  involved  a  speculative  competition  among 
three  agencies.  It  is  said  that  considerable  money 
was  spent  by  them  in  auditioning  programs— prob- 
ably in  total  more  than  any  net  profit  the  contract 
can  yield.  Excess  profit  taxes  being  what  they  are, 
this  does  not  mean  much  today,  even  to  the  losers. 
But  the  practice  remains  a  bad  one,  not  only  for  the 
waste  it  injects  into  agency  operations  as  a  whole, 
but  because  it  is  essentially  an  unsound  procedure 
for  the  advertiser.  The  wiser  ones  no  longer  encour- 
age it. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  July  1 

Speaking  of  *  a  sense  of  history,"  I  wonder  that 
more  of  us  do  not  have  it  about  our  own  trade.  I 
find  few  advertising  men  who  have  ever  heard  of, 
much  less  read,  George  P.  Rowell's  ''Forty  Years  an 
Advertising  Agent."  Yet  here  are  exhibited  the  so- 
cial forces  which  made  modem  pubHshing  and  ad- 
vertising, in  the  years  between  1860  and  1900.  The 
most  up-to-date  Yale-Man-in-Advertising  might  be 
amazed  at  how  much  he  rediscovers  of  what  Rowell 
knew  then. 

Friday  .  .  .  July  2 

(From  a  letter  to  a  young  writer.)  You  say  the  man 
went  down  the  street.  But  how  did  he  go?  Did  he 
walk,  run,  amble,  sidle,  Hmp,  hurry,  saunter,  caper, 
trip,  jog,  stumble,  stagger,  swing,  rush,  dash,  etc.? 
With  one  verb  you  can  make  me  see  the  mood  as 
well  as  the  action  of  that  man— providing,  of  course, 
that  you  first  saw  him  accurately  yourself. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  3 
Instead  of  the  lark  it  is,  in  fact,  a  humming  bird 
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who  is  my  morning  alarmer  at  this  season  of  the 
year.  When  the  sunrise  comes  over  the  mountain, 
without  benefit  of  Kate  Smith,  it  strikes  the  holly- 
hocks growing  by  my  bedroom  window.  Almost  at 
once  the  humming  bird  is  hovering  over  their  blos- 
soms, and  his  wings  are  whirring  me  a  warning  that 
it  is  time  to  be  up  and  doing. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  4 

There  is  a  creek  flowing  through  my  farm  which 
is  one  of  the  Little  Waters  which  goes  to  make  up 
a  mighty  and  famous  river.  When  the  spring  runoff 
or  a  cloudburst  comes,  my  creek  contributes  its 
part  to  soil  erosion,  silting,  and  floods.  Then  we  all 
begin  to  talk  about  the  Government  **doing  some- 
thing" to  control  the  mighty  river.  But  if  I  and  all 
my  neighbors  were  doing  all  we  might,  by  better 
husbandry,  to  control  the  Little  Waters,  the  Big 
Waters  would  be  no  problem.  Maybe  in  the  same 
way  we  overlook  the  Little  Waters  of  pohtics  and 
business— in  the  wards  and  precincts  above  whose 
level  politics  cannot  rise;  and  in  the  enterprise  of 
small  businesses  which  must  catch  the  trickles  that 
make  our  mighty  corporations  and  our  whole  eco- 
nomic system. 

Monday  .  .  .  July  5 

Received  today  my  first  V-Mail  letter,  written 
somewhere  in  the  Pacific,  by  Arthur  Hallam,  an  ad- 
vertising man  now  in  the  Navy.  He  says:  "Your  item 
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of  March  7  interested  me  very  much  because  for 
years  I  have  been  trying  to  promote  a  system  of  ex- 
aminations for  advertising  men.  .  .  .  Ilie  Four  A*s 
should  be  the  one  to  initiate  the  program.  . .  .  Abil- 
ity to  pass  examinations  is  not  a  final  criterion,  but 
it  would  at  least  offer  some  sort  of  standard  to  the 
advertiser  that  he  does  not  have  now. .  .  .  When  we 
get  back  to  the  States  I  am  going  to  get  in  touch 
with  you  again  on  this.**  Fighting  for  a  better  world 
and  thinking  about  how  to  do  something  in  his  part 
of  it,  too. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  6 

The  real  pay-off  to  the  keeping  of  this  Diary 
comes  in  such  mail  as  it  brings  me.  I  feel  as  though 
I  had  made  a  new  friend  when  I  hear  from  J.  H. 
Mitchell,  the  Minneapolis  advertising  agent,  that  we 
have  shared  some  experiences.  And  when  Fred 
Hauck  of  the  Columbus  Better  Business  Bureau 
tells  me  that  some  ideas  expressed  here  have  helped 
him,  and  sends  me  some  that  help  me.  I  even  get 
a  kick  out  of  the  Cleveland  gentleman  who  thinks 
that  most  of  what  I  put  down,  especially  that  about 
the  New  Deal,  is  helping  to  make  up  die  fertilizer 
shortage. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  July  7 

Some  marriages  are  reminders  of  the  fact  that 
everybody  can  sell  somebody.  But  we  are  not  as 
often  reminded  of  the  opposite  fact  that  nobody  can 
sell  everybody.  Most  people  and  propositions  have 
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their  natural  limitations.  These  are  inherent  in  per- 
sonality and  temperament  if  in  nothing  else.  Adver- 
tising which  keys  a  proposition  to  a  certain  kind  of 
person  may  be  highly  successful  as  long  as  it  stays 
true  to  type.  When  it  tries  to  be  all  things  to  all 
men  it  endangers  the  personahty  it  has  established 
and  makes  an  appeal  to  nobody. 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  8 

Marvelous  new  things  are  being  projected  for  us 
in  the  post-war  world.  I  don't  doubt  tibat  we  shall 
have  them,  and  value  them.  But  if  all  we  are  going 
to  get  out  of  this  war  is  the  same  land  of  gadget  de- 
velopment that  we  got  out  of  the  last  one,  then  we 
shall  have  another  unhappy  ending  sooner  or  later. 
Man  still  does  not  Hve  by  better  ice  boxes  alone.  We 
need  the  inventors  and  salesmen  of  new  ideas  of  so- 
cial equilibrium  as  well. 

Friday  .  .  .  July  9 

If  any  man  has  a  taste  for  making  type  talk  he 
will  want  to  own  a  copy  of  "Paragraphs  on  Printing" 
by  that  Old  Master  among  book  designers,  Bruce 
Rogers.  Such  a  book  is  the  next  best  thing  to  stand- 
ing alongside  such  a  workman  day  after  day,  and 
catching  the  secrets  of  his  skill.  Even  more,  it  is  the 
revelation  of  what  a  good  life  there  is  in  the  honest 
adherence  to  a  trade.  It  makes  me  homesick  for  the 
boy  who  started  out  in  life  to  be  a  designer  of  books, 
and  switched  to  advertising  them  instead. 
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Saturday  .  .  .  July  10 

Picked  my  Stella  apricots,  and  set  the  women  to 
canning  some  and  drying  others.  I  like  to  work 
among  the  graceful  branches  and  fresh  green  leaves 
of  this  tree,  and  I  hke  the  dehcate  coloring  as  well 
as  the  taste  of  the  just-ripe  fruit.  When  my  wife 
filled  a  black  Indian  bowl  with  some  of  the  choicest 
ones  I  felt  it  was  a  dish  to  set  before  a  king. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  11 

Sat  this  evening  with  a  group  of  neighbors,  men 
and  women,  smoking  and  talking  of  this  and  that. 
The  cigaret  brands  present  were  Camels,  Chester- 
fields, Old  Golds,  Philip  Morris,  and  Tareytons. 
Somebody  mentioned  the  Reader's  Digest  article  on 
cigaret  advertising,  and  it  developed  that  nearly 
everybody  had  read  it.  The  Ad  Man  got  a  Httle 
friendly  joshing  about  it,  and  then  everybody  went 
on  to  something  else,  each  puflBng  his  favorite 
brand. 

Monday  .  .  .  July  12 

A  correspondent  asks  for  my  definition  of  the  ob- 
jective of  advertising.  That's  like  asking  for  the  ob- 
jective of  electricity.  I  doubt  if  one  can  be  written 
which  is  broad  enough  to  cover  all  cases,  and  spe- 
cific enough  to  be  useful.  The  important  thing  is  to 
have  no  astigmatism  about  the  objective  in  any  par- 
ticular case.  Until  you  can  say  exactly  what  you 
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want  the  reader  to  do,  think,  feel,  or  believe,  you 
are  not  ready  to  devise  how  to  get  it  done.  And, 
incidentally,  an  agreement  on  this  in  advance  will 
harmonize  a  lot  of  copy  critics. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  13 

Nowadays  we  tend  to  discount  the  value  of  what 
used  to  be  almost  the  sole  objective  of  advertising; 
namely,  to  create  familiarity.  That  famiharity  alone 
is  a  great  sales  asset,  and  that  it  can  be  secured 
most  quickly  through  advertising  repetition,  was  al- 
most the  earhest  discovery  about  advertising.  Thus 
all  the  early  salesmen  of  space  preached  such  doc- 
trines as  "Keep  Your  Name  Before  the  Public," 
"Repetition  Makes  Reputation,**  "Keeping  Everlast- 
ingly At  It  Brings  Success.'*  If  we  hadn't  forgotten 
how  true  this  is  there  would  be  more  consistent 
schedules  in  pubhcations. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  July  14 

My  impression  is  somewhat  different  from  that 
of  Westbrook  Pegler.  I  think,  on  the  whole,  the  war 
has  given  advertising  writers  a  thrill.  Many  of  the 
generation  which  just  escaped  the  draft  never  really 
Hked  to  sell  merchandise,  never  had  the  old-timer's 
itch  for  orders.  The  chance  to  devote  their  writing 
talents  to  the  selling  of  ideas  instead  of  goods,  and 
to  feel  that  they  might  be  making  a  war  contribu- 
tion in  doing  so,  has  been  a  great  relief  to  them.  As 
witness  the  ease  with  which  the  War  Advertising 
Council  gets  volunteers. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  July  15 

Advertising  couldn't  live  except  under  a  division- 
of -labor  economy,  with  a  high  degree  of  specializa- 
tion. (And  vice  versa.)  Nevertheless,  if  I  had  the  or- 
dering of  the  universe  I  would  require  every  soul 
to  supply  some  of  its  basic  wants  directly— that  is, 
to  raise  some  of  its  food,  make  some  of  its  clothes, 
gather  its  own  fuel,  or  something  of  the  sort.  There 
is  no  satisfaction  comparable  to  it,  and  there  is  no 
road  which  leads  so  surely  to  psychic  health.  Those 
radishes  you  get  out  of  your  Victory  garden  may 
cost  more  than  the  grocer's,  but  they'll  be  worth  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  July  16 

The  hardest  job  I  have  is  to  lure  ad  writers  out  of 
ivory  towers.  Ilie  jflight  from  reaHty  is  instinctive  in 
most  of  us  writing  coves.  We  think  we  have  solved 
a  problem  when  we  have  given  a  neat  expression  to 
it;  and  the  intractability  of  material,  human  or  in- 
animate, bores  us.  We  know  that  ditch  water  is  full 
of  interesting  zoological  specimens,  but  how  we  do 
hate  to  dredge  it. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  17 

Years  ago  H.  L.  Mencken  observed  that  one  pop- 
ular American  delusion  is  that  all  male  Negroes 
have  fine  tenor  voices.  Another  is  that  all  black  dirt 
is  rich  in  plant  food  and  will  grow  anything.  A  gen- 
tleman who  wanted  to  sell  me  a  truck  load  of  it  to- 
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day  was  disconcerted  when  I  ran  a  sample  through 
my  soil  testing  kit,  and  found  it  slightly  deficient  in 
nitrogen  and  extremely  deficient  in  phosphate. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  18 

If  you  want  to  know  one  thing  that  people  are 
really  interested  in,  take  their  pictures  and  listen  to 
their  comments  on  the  prints.  They'll  never  notice 
your  perfect  composition,  skillful  cropping,  or  tech- 
nical excellence.  The  sole  question  is  how  do  they 
look.  Like  the  bride  and  groom  standing  in  front  of 
Niagara  Falls.  Or  an  advertiser  scanning  the  size  of 
the  package. 

Monday  .  .  .  July  19 

Studied  some  records  of  a  split-run  copy  test 
which  were  said  to  indicate  that  pictures  of  the 
product  in  use  were  far  better  than  any  human  in- 
terest ones.  In  this  one  case  the  record  did  indeed 
indicate  this;  but  no  scientist  would  deduce  a  sum- 
mer from  one  such  swallow.  Too  hasty  generaliza- 
tions from  very  limited  evidence  are  still  the  curse 
of  too  many  of  our  copy  researchers. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  20 

Amazed  to  find  myself  listed  as  an  "Economist** 
in  the  new  directory  of  a  club  to  which  I  have  been 
admitted.  I  wish  I  could  beheve  that  this  meant  a 
recognition  of  the  actual  and  important  part  which 


186 


advertising  plays  in  economics,  but  I  am  afraid  it  is 
just  another  bit  of  genteelism  and  intellectual  snob- 
bishness. I  can  see  the  serious-faced  committee  who 
compiled  the  directory  puzzling  how  to  list  me 
without  letting  that  terrible  word  "advertising"  tag 
along. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  July  21 

Years  ago  there  was  a  distinguished  economist  at 
the  University  of  California  who  held  that  his  pro- 
fession would  never  really  get  anywhere  until  it  had 
blended  with  it  that  of  the  social  psychologist.  That 
always  appeared  to  me  to  be  profoundly  true.  In  a 
work-a-day  way  the  advertising  man  may  represent 
a  foreshadowing  of  that  blend.  If  the  rise  of  doctors 
and  surgeons  can  be  traced  up  a  barber's  pole,  to 
what  heights  may  we  not  yet  climb? 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  22 

If  there  is  any  blame  to  be  placed  for  the  confu- 
sion in  Washington,  says  my  old  neighbor  Harold 
Ickes,  it  should  be  on  the  business  men  there.  Speak- 
ing from  some  experience  in  that  quarter,  I  would 
say  that  the  business  men  who  were  called  in  have 
made  only  one  major  mistake,  namely,  being  willing 
to  accept  great  responsibilities  without  adequate 
authority  to  deliver  on  them.  Some  have  done  this 
because  they  were  promised  the  authority  and  then 
found  the  promise  not  kept;  some  because  they 
were  then  too  patriotic  to  leave  in  the  midst  of  an 
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emergency;  some  because  the  light  that  beats  about 
the  throne,  once  enjoyed,  is  hard  to  withdraw  from. 
Chester  Davis  is  the  only  one  who  had  the  courage 
to  show  up  the  situation  exactly  as  it  is;  and,  the  re- 
sulting attempt  to  besmirch  him  was  a  most  unbe- 
coming performance. 

Friday  .  ,  .  July  23 

Today  I  heard  a  tot  of  four  ask  its  mother  for  a 
Kleenex  on  which  to  blow  its  nose.  Think  of  the 
brand  good-will  and  business  asset  inherent  in  such 
an  incident!  Patents  come  and  patents  go,  but  the 
statistical  probabihty  that  this  child  and  millions 
lil^e  him  will  go  on  following  their  established  hab- 
its is  where  the  real  future  of  any  business  lies. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  24 

A  friend  who  has  been  down  to  Mexico  on  a  busi- 
ness trip  brought  me  back  a  pair  of  tapaderos.  So, 
attaching  them  to  my  stirrups,  the  Palomino  and  I 
tried  them  out  today  in  a  three-hour  ride.  Part  of 
the  enjoyment  in  horseback  riding  is  undoubtedly 
related  to  the  heroic  proportions  one  takes  on,  in 
one's  own  mind.  Tapaderos  increase  this  by  giving 
a  swagger  to  the  outfit,  and  adding  a  touch  of  the 
dashing  caballero. 

Sunday  .  .  .  July  25 

In  a  village  near  my  farm  there  is  a  little  dining 
place,  run  by  a  Frenchman  and  his  wiie,  Charlie  and 
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Mimi.  Charlie  was  a  sailor  in  the  French  Navy  in 
the  last  war,  and  later  a  speak-easy  operator  in  New 
York.  Now  he  works  by  day  in  an  essential  material 
mine,  to  help  beat  the  Germans  again,  and  by  night 
oversees  his  restaurant.  When  I  dropped  in  this  eve- 
ning he  was  all  wrought  up  over  the  merits  of 
DeGaulle  versus  Giraud.  What  a  rich  and  varied 
country  this  is! 

Monday  .  .  .  July  26 

Met  a  copywriter  who  used  to  work  for  me,  and 
who  has  had  six  different  jobs  since.  A  lot  of  the 
boys  and  girls  who  write  copy  and  make  layouts 
these  days  seem  to  be  getting  into  the  habits  of  the 
old-time  itinerant  printers  and  barbers.  They  move 
from  agency  to  agency  at  the  cHnk  of  a  coin,  as  if 
there  were  no  such  thing  as  building  and  growing 
with  one  firm,  or  loyalty  to  any  vision  beyond  the 
week's  pay  envelope.  Such  people  have  a  congenital 
employe  psychology  and,  I  have  observed,  seldom 
end  up  with  a  proprietary  interest  in  anything. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  July  27 

Between  the  Federal  Trade  Commission  and  the 
Reader's  Digest  I  am  getting  a  bit  confused.  I  don't 
quite  know  where  harmless  promotional  coloration 
ends  and  misleading  advertising  begins.  I  note,  for 
instance,  that  the  owners  of  the  Digest  call  them- 
selves The  Reader's  Digest  Association,  Inc.  Now 
that  certainly  suggests  to  me  a  cooperative,  non- 
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profit,  public  service  body,  something  like  the  Na- 
tional Geographic  Society;  but  I  understand  that, 
in  fact,  it  is  a  closely  held  family  corporation,  highly 
profitable  to  a  few  individuals.  Again,  because  of  its 
name  and  editorial  presentation,  most  people  seem 
to  think  the  Digest  is  a  sort  of  hit  parade  from  all 
the  best  editorial  minds.  But  I  have  been  told  that 
many  of  the  articles  it  pubhshes  are  originated  by 
the  editors  of  the  Digest,  written  to  their  order,  and 
then  "planted"  in  other  lesser  pubHcations  in  order 
to  maintain  the  digesting  fiction.  From  my  point  of 
view,  no  less  value  is  deHvered  to  the  readers  by 
this  kind  of  promotional  coloration,  but  the  FTC 
doesn  t  seem  to  hold  with  such  hokum,  so  I  don  t 
know. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  July  28 

Spent  the  day  in  the  field  with  a  district  salesman 
for  a  grocery  specialty.  These  men,  who  have  taken 
so  many  beatings  from  hard-boiled  buyers,  would 
be  less  than  human  if  they  did  not  enjoy  their  pres- 
ent position  as  allocators  of  stocks.  But  some  of 
them  are  smart  enough  to  foresee  the  day  when 
they  will  again  be  supphcants  for  orders,  and  to  go 
on  building  as  much  customer  good  will  as  they 
possibly  can. 

Thursday  .  .  .  July  29 

Got  into  conversation  with  the  man  across  from 
me  in  a  railway  diner,  and  found  him  to  be  a  re- 
tired clothing  manufacturer,  with  a  Hebraic  name. 
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Finding  that  we  had  a  number  of  Jewish  friends  in 
common,  it  wasn't  long  before  I  began  to  hear  of 
the  fears  of  anti-Semitism  which  beset  so  many  of 
these  people  today.  Several  times  I  have  been  ap- 
proached on  the  subject  of  using  publicity  to  com- 
bat this  evil,  but  have  never  seen  a  way  to  make  it 
effective.  But  it  would  be  a  good  stroke  of  public 
relations  if  Jewish  leaders  could  find  some  way  to 
avoid  association  with  other  sources  of  irritation, 
such  as  in  labor  negotiations  with  Gentile  manufac- 
turers. 

Friday  .  .  .  July  30 

For  my  sins  I  have  had  to  spend  a  good  deal  of 
time  on  trains  again  this  week.  Why  the  railway  em- 
ployes are  not  all  quietly  going  mad  is  beyond  me. 
The  ticket  sellers,  in  particular,  seem  to  be  caught 
in  the  intricacies  of  a  procedure  which  is  poorly  de- 
signed to  meet  the  demands  now  placed  upon  it. 
Surely  some  way  could  be  foimd  to  package  their 
product  so  they  could  get  it  off  the  shelf  a  lot 
quicker. 

Saturday  .  .  .  July  31 

It  is  good  to  go  through  the  Middle  West  at  this 
season  of  the  year  and  see  the  fruits  of  the  rich 
earth.  In  spite  of  the  early  floods,  the  fields  of 
shocked  wheat,  the  stands  of  com,  the  orchards, 
and  pastures,  all  give  an  effect  of  peace  and  plenty 
beyond  our  deserts  in  a  war-torn  world.  Anybody 
looking  for  an  America  worth  fighting  for  can  see 
it  here. 
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August,  1943 


Sunday  .  .  .  August  1 

Drove  with  my  mother  out  to  an  Ohio  farm,  to  buy 
some  peaches  she  wanted  for  canning,  and  found 
the  farmer  busy  running  them  through  his  grader. 
Being  interested  in  fruit  growing  myself,  I  started 
in  to  see  what  I  could  learn  about  his  varieties,  cul- 
tural methods,  and  such.  But  somewhere  in  the 
conversation  I  mentioned  cave  storage,  and  that 
touched  oflF  the  spring  of  romance  in  him.  Caves  of 
every  kind  were  his  secret  passion,  and  when  he 
once  learned  that  I  had  visited  the  great  Carlsbad 
Caverns  he  stopped  the  grader  and  wouldn't  let  me 
go  until  I  had  told  him  all  I  could  remember  of 
them.  A  starved  man  in  the  midst  of  plenty. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  2 

I  see  by  the  Washington  correspondence  in  Ad- 
vertising  Age  that  there  is  an  "authentic,  but  of- 
ficial" report  that  WPB  plans  certain  things  about 
paper  allocations.  Modifying  authentic  with  official 
is  something  new,  but  sometimes  it  is  hard  to  keep 
a  typewriter  from  revealing  the  truth. 

192 


Tuesday  .  .  .  August  3 

How  much  space  does  an  ad  really  need  for  maxi- 
mum eflFectiveness?  As  this  decision  does  more  to 
determine  the  cost  of  the  advertising  than  anything 
else  except  copy,  it  seems  to  me  that  we  give  it  too 
little  attention.  Our  tendency  is  to  let  the  pubHsh- 
ers  determine  the  answer  by  their  more  or  less  arbi- 
trary divisions  of  space.  I  would  like  to  see  some- 
body really  take  this  question  apart,  starting  with 
the  fact  that  for  each  ad  there  is  some  minimum 
space  requirement,  determined  by  length  of  copy, 
and  then  working  through  the  other  factors  which 
must  be  considered— importance  to  be  given  the 
message,  prestige  of  the  advertiser,  advertising  com- 
petition, etc. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  4 

On  the  above  question,  I  have  made  a  few  tests 
myself.  I  think  I  can  demonstrate  that,  contrary  to 
popular  opinion,  size  of  space  itself  has  very  little  to 
do  with  securing  optical  attention.  The  eye  of  a 
stockholder  in  General  Foods  will  apparently  pick 
up  a  2-inch,  single  colunm  dividend  notice  about  as 
quickly  as  it  will  a  full  page.  But  this  doctrine  will 
not  be  popular  with  pubhshers,  so  let  it  go. 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  5 

I  note  that  the  pubhshers  of  comics  talk  a  good 
deal  about  the  readability  of  their  editorial  tech- 
nique. They  also  point  out  that  it  has  a  wide  appeal 
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to  adults  as  well  as  children.  And  there  is  plenty  of 
evidence  from  the  reading-rating  services  to  sustain 
them.  But  I  also  note  that  these  pubHshers,  in  their 
own  promotion  matter,  seldom  use  this  technique. 
Maybe  they  don't  think  it  carries  conviction  as  well 
as  it  does  entertainment— which  is  my  own  notion 
about  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  6 

Came  out  to  Chicago  on  the  Century,  and  ran 
into  several  other  ad  men.  One  of  them  was  telling 
me  about  a  representative  of  his  agency  who  re- 
cently left  it,  and  took  with  him  some  business  with 
which  he  had  been  entrusted.  "Just  a  case  of  a  kid- 
napper stealing  the  child,"  he  said,  "and  the  agency 
refusing  to  pay  ransom.*'  But  the  emphasis,  I  thought, 
ought  to  be  on  the  "child,"  who  has  so  trustingly 
gone  off  with  a  man  who  starts  in  business  by  be- 
traying his  employer. 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  7 

Our  women  folk  constantly  complain  about  the 
time  we  spend  talking  shop.  But  I  doubt  whether 
any  woman  understands  that  this  is  just  one  of  the 
verbal  signs  of  fratemahsm  which  all  animals  make 
among  their  kind.  At  the  root  of  it  is  the  satisfaction 
we  get  out  of  being  a  member  in  good  standing  of 
our  particular  trade;  of  having  the  respect  of  our 
peers;  and  of  trading  experience  with  those  who  do 
not  require  a  dictionary  to  understand  us. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  August  8 

A  news-letter  which  I  get  from  England  says  that 
the  Russians  are  beginning  to  worry  about  Amer- 
ican economic  imperialism  in  the  post-war  world.  I 
wouldn't  have  given  it  a  thought  if  I  had  not  re- 
cently talked  with  a  woman  who  has  made  a  for- 
tune writing  soap  operas.  She  says  the  next  big  de- 
velopment in  them  is  in  the  export  field— that  Amer- 
ican advertisers  will  eventually  take  them  around 
the  world,  just  as  American  movie  producers  did 
Mickey  Mouse.  No  wonder  the  Russians  are  wor- 
riedl 

Monday  .  .  .  August  9 

Got  into  an  elevator  in  the  Graybar  building,  New 
York,  to  go  up  to  the  Four  A*s  office.  A  little  old 
man  in  a  Western  Union  uniform  was  the  only  other 
passenger.  As  we  started  up,  the  operator  turned  to 
the  messenger  "boy"  and  said:  "Monsieur,  what  is 
the  leading  wine  of  France?"  To  which  the  messen- 
ger rephed:  "C  est  Burgundy."  "G  est  Burgundy?" 
questioned  the  operator.  "Mais,  oui,"  said  the  mes- 
senger, "c'est  Burgundy!"  Then  both  drew  them- 
selves up,  chcked  their  heels,  saluted,  and  said  in 
unison:  *Vive  La  France  1"  Sounds  crazy,  but  that's 
the  way  it  was. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  10 

A  client  of  mine  in  the  garment  trade  in  a  west- 
em  city  wanted  to  buy  some  Singer  sewing  ma- 
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chines,  but  no  new  ones  were  to  be  had.  In  his  city 
he  discovered  100  of  just  the  kind  he  wanted,  in 
storage  since  the  wind-up  of  a  local  WPA  project. 
But  somebody  in  Washington  had  just  ordered  these 
crated  and  shipped  to  South  America,  and  nothing 
could  be  done  to  divert  them.  Eventually  the  cHent 
discovered  some  more  such  machines  in  a  second- 
hand dealer's  in  New  York,  which  had  come  from 
a  WPA  project  in  Indianapolis.  These  were  shipped 
west  to  him  over  the  same  miles  that  carried  the 
other  lot  east,  for  shipment  to  South  America.  Viva 
La  Planning! 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  11 

Greatly  pleased  to  receive  today  an  invitation  to 
participate  in  a  post-war  commerce  symposium  at 
one  of  Canada's  great  universities.  There  is  a  country 
and  a  people  I  Twenty -five  years  ago  the  httle  town 
of  Perth,  Ontario,  used  to  be  on  my  winter  seUing 
schedule,  and  I  would  stay  there  for  several  days  at 
the  Hicks  House.  In  spite  of  deep  snows  and  freez- 
ing temperatures,  there  was  no  heat  to  be  had  in 
the  place  except  from  a  pot-beUied  stove  in  the 
lounge  and  from  the  glasses  in  the  bar.  When  I  saw 
the  Canadians  there,  taking  their  whisky  neat  in 
full  tumblers,  I  used  to  think,  as  I  do  now,  that  they 
proved  the  reverse  of  James  J.  Hill's  dictum:  that 
the  man  on  whom  snow  never  falls  isn't  worth  a 
damn. 
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Thursday  .  .  .  August  12 

Some  mail  order  advertising  results  suggest  that 
there  may  be  a  space  poHcy  which  might  be  called 
"the  dangerous  middle.**  I  took  a  four-inch,  single 
colmnn  ad  which  had  long  been  successful  as  an  in- 
quiry producer  in  women's  pubHcations,  and  blew 
it  up  to  a  quarter  page.  The  inquiry  cost  promptly 
went  up.  Then  I  took  the  same  piece  of  copy,  ex- 
panded it  to  include  more  selling  material,  and  ran 
it  in  a  full  page,  in  color.  The  inquiry  cost  went 
down  below  that  of  the  four-inch  space. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  13 

Had  a  chance  today  to  see  the  results  of  an  incen- 
tive pay  plan  which  a  chent  of  mine  adopted  three 
years  ago.  In  that  period  his  workers  have  nearly 
doubled  their  output  and  pay  per  man  and  woman. 
His  total  overhead  costs  have  gone  down  about  25%, 
and  his  direct  supervisory  costs  even  more.  He  has 
lost  few  workers  through  the  allurements  of  higher 
pay  in  other  work,  and  these  have  been  more  than 
oflFset  by  the  employes  of  competitors  who  have 
sought  a  place  with  him.  The  secret  is  that  the  wage 
rate  originally  estabhshed  has  never  been  lowered. 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  14 

A  relative  of  mine  has  been  employed  in  a  civil 
service  job  for  the  War  Department.  Today  he  was 
called  in  by  a  superior  and  asked  to  sign  his  resig- 
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nation.  Congress,  it  was  explained,  had  called  for 
a  reduction  in  the  War  Department's  civil  employes. 
Therefore  my  relative's  miit  was  to  be  removed  from 
the  department's  rolls  and  transferred  bodily  to  an- 
other branch  of  government— where  it  would  go 
right  on  with  the  same  work  at  the  same  rates  of 
pay.  The  Greeks  had  a  word  for  it:  hydra. 

Sunday  .  .  .  August  15 

Riding  horseback  along  a  back  country  road  I 
saw  a  small  land  turtle  crossing  ahead  of  me.  Just 
then  a  cottontail  dashed  out  of  the  bushes  on  one 
side  and  into  those  on  the  other.  So  maybe  I  am 
the  only  living  man  who  has  actually  seen  the  tor- 
toise race  the  hare. 

Monday .  .  .  August  16 

We  are  not  yet  making  the  progress  we  should  in 
converting  pubHcation  advertising  to  war.  As  I 
looked  over  the  last  issues  of  all  the  weeklies  today 
I  saw  too  many  ads  with  nothing  to  sell,  and  noth- 
ing to  say  except  "What  a  big  boy  am  II"  With  the 
shortage  of  manpower  and  paper  which  now  exists, 
this  begins  to  be  a  criminal  waste  of  the  communi- 
cation facilities  of  this  nation,  and  all  of  us  con- 
cerned had  better  wake  up  to  that  fact. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  17 

Here  is  a  nice  httle  moral  as  well  as  business 
problem  with  which  a  friend  of  mine  has  been  wres- 
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tling.  His  business  is  a  small  manufacturing  one. 
His  product  is  in  good  demand,  but  can  hardly  be 
classed  as  an  essential  one,  even  to  civilian  supply. 
So  far  he  has  been  able  to  get  materials  and  labor, 
so  his  business  is  not  in  distress.  For  over  a  year  he 
has  tried  in  every  possible  way  to  convert  to  war 
production,  but  because  he  is  not  in  distress  no  gov- 
ernment agency  seems  interested.  There  ought  to 
be  some  way  in  which  this  efficient  little  working 
unit  could  add  its  bit  to  war  manpower,  without 
closing  up  shop  and  destroying  a  business  which 
will  be  needed  when  postwar  employment  becomes 
a  problem. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  18 

Heading  for  the  far  West,  I  ran  into  a  bunch  of 
radio  people  on  their  way  to  Hollywood.  It  seems  to 
me  that  in  this  branch  of  our  business  there  is  more 
war  consciousness,  and  more  action  about  it,  than 
in  any  other.  Perhaps  this  is  because  our  radio  peo- 
ple are  more  showmen  than  salesmen—and  the  war 
is  the  biggest  show  on  earth.  Which  is  not  to  im- 
pugn their  patriotism,  either. 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  19 

Saw  a  well-known  magazine  publisher,  at  a  west- 
em  ranch  resort,  who  had  gone  native  in  a  big  way 
—cowboy  boots  and  pants,  striped  red  shirt,  and 
five-gallon  Stetson.  It  seems  that  all  most  of  us  need 
is  this  kind  of  chance  to  release  our  too-suppressed 

199 


instincts  for  colorful  dress.  But  in  an  Indian  village 
that  I  know,  such  visitors  are  summed  up  with  the 
realistic  comment:  *'Big  hat;  no  cattle.*' 

Friday  .  .  .  August  20 

An  old  Indian  friend  of  mine  came  to  see  me,  and 
brought  along  his  little  drum,  because  he  knows 
that  I  like  to  hear  the  songs  of  his  people.  After 
supper  we  sat  around  in  the  twihght  while  he 
tapped  the  drum  and  sang  to  it.  One  song  came  out 
which  I  hadn't  heard  before,  and  I  asked  what  it 
was.  "That  song,"  he  said,  "from  long  time  ago. 
Used  to  sing  it  to  the  women  while  they  grind  com. 
Don't  sing  much  any  more;  woman  say:  *Go  grocery 
—buy  bread.' "  Oh,  Advertising! 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  21 

A  new  kind  of  war  risk  came  home  to  me  today. 
On  a  steep,  winding,  mountain  road  the  hydraulic 
brakes  of  my  son's  car  suddenly  went  haywire,  and 
it  ended  up  as  a  pile  of  junk  in  a  ditch.  Fortimately, 
the  driver  crawled  out  with  only  a  broken  shoulder. 
But  the  cause  of  the  failure,  investigation  disclosed, 
was  in  the  work  of  a  completely  inexperienced  me- 
chanic, to  whom  a  hitherto  rehable  garage  had  en- 
trusted a  recent  checkup.  The  manpower  shortage 
can  be  inconvenient  in  such  things  as  laundry  serv- 
ice, but  it  is  murderous  in  the  garages. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  August  22 

A  book  and  a  letter  caught  up  with  me  today, 
from  a  fellow  named  Jerry  Ryan.  The  book  is  a 
magazine  promotion  piece,  but  the  thought  behind 
the  sending  of  it  is  just  about  as  nice  a  compliment 
as  this  Diarist  has  had.  It  grew  out  of  a  fellow-feel- 
ing for  restraint  and  economy  in  the  use  of  words. 
Shake! 

Monday  .  .  .  August  23 

The  week  starts  badly.  First,  my  editor  gently 
pins  my  ears  back  for  approving  the  designation 
'^kidnaper"  for  an  agency  man  who  conspires  to 
carry  off  accounts  while  drawing  pay  for  shepherd- 
ing them.  Then  three  publishers  of  comics  exhale 
various  degrees  of  concern  over  my  comment  on 
their  non-use  of  the  continuity  technique:  one  to 
prove  that  he  does  use  it  (to  whom  my  apologies); 
one  to  prove  that  he  shouldn't;  and  one  to  suggest 
that  it  is  contrary  to  the  freedom  of  the  advertising 
press  for  me  to  express  an  opinion  on  it.  I  am  feel- 
ing slightly  crushed. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  24 

Hearing  that  I  was  going  to  be  in  the  Southwest, 
a  friend  in  Simon  and  Schuster  sent  me  a  copy  of 
their  recent  pubhcation.  An  Invitation  to  Spanish,  I 
can  highly  recommend  it  to  anybody  who  wants 
an  entertaining  preparation  for  post-war  Hispano- 
American  relations.  After  studjdng  it,  I  decided  to- 

201 


day  to  give  myself  a  tryout  by  ordering  breakfast 
in  a  Spanish  restaurant.  So,  in  my  best  manner,  I 
asked  for  jugo  de  naranja,  dos  huevos  revueltos,  pan 
tostado,  y  cafe,  and  was  delighted  when  I  was  un- 
derstood. At  least,  I  appeared  to  be,  for  the  waitress 
came  right  back  with  that  old  Spanish  phrase:  **Ho- 
kay!*- 

Wednesday  .  .  .  August  25 

It  is  hard  enough,  in  the  best  of  times,  to  sit  down 
when  the  peaches  are  ripening,  and  write  an  ad  that 
will  strike  the  mood  of  Christmas.  But  who  can  help 
the  poor  copywriter  this  year,  as  he  cocks  his  ear  to 
catch  the  tune  which  the  war  gods  will  be  calling 
four  months  hence? 

Thursday  .  .  .  August  26 

I  have  had  several  experiences  with  the  Federal 
Trade  Commission  in  my  career  of  crime,  and  have 
always  come  out  of  them  with  something  less  than 
feelings  of  mutual  regard.  So  I  was  jolted  today 
when  I  discovered  that  an  urbane  and  dehght- 
ful  gentleman,  with  whom  I  had  become  quite 
chummy,  was  the  first  chairman  of  this  omniscient 
body,  in  the  days  of  Woodrow  Wilson.  Almost  he 
convinces  me  that  a  Federal  Trade  Commissioner, 
and  even  an  Examiner,  may  be  among  God's  chil- 
dren. 

Friday  .  .  .  August  27 
Today  a  client  asked  me  to  help  him  produce,  for 


202 


his  organization,  a  sort  of  economic  primer  about 
his  business.  He  wants  to  show:  (1)  what  the  place 
of  this  business  is  in  the  total  scheme  of  things;  (2) 
how  it  came  to  be,  and  what  its  success  depends 
on;  (3)  the  parts  played  in  it  by  the  different  groups 
of  workers,  the  management,  and  capital;  and  so  on. 
It  is  a  job  that  I  approach  with  relish.  If  there  is 
any  hope  at  all  for  maintaining  an  industrial  democ- 
racy in  this  country,  it  is  because  business  men  like 
this  one  are  seeing  that  everybody  in  a  business  has 
a  stake  in  it. 

Saturday  .  .  .  August  28 

A  good  deal  has  been  said  and  written  aboat  the 
news  approach  in  advertising.  But  visitirg  today 
with  a  young  father,  I  had  brought  home  to  me 
again  how  much  of  advertising  news  is  what  you 
need  to  know  when  you  need  to  know  it.  The  Greek 
philosopher  who  said  that  we  never  step  twice  in 
the  same  stream  would  have  understood  that  the 
flow  of  a  market  is  the  only  constant  thing  about  it. 
The  old  news  becomes  fresh  news  to  somebody,  as 
this  flow  carries  us  along  to  new  areas  of  experi- 
ence, new  needs,  and  a  new  receptivity. 

Sunday  .  .  .  August  29 

Whether  this  world  is  getting  better  or  worse  I 
wouldn't  care  to  specify.  But,  for  whatever  it  signi- 
fies, I  do  observe  in  this  country  many  signs  of  a 
greatly  increased  interest  in  good  art  Many  of  the 
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artists  whom  I  have  known,  other  than  commercial 
illustrators,  formerly  lived  in  genteel  poverty.  But 
now  quite  a  few  of  them  make  comfortable  HveH- 
hoods,  and  can  look  their  grocers  in  the  face.  George 
Hill,  with  his  usual  acumen,  was  among  the  first  in 
advertising  to  sense  this  change  in  art  appreciation. 

Monday  .  .  .  August  30 

Talked  with  a  man  who  has  made  his  Hving  sell- 
ing high-priced  but  mediocre  art  to  the  rich.  He 
says  that  nowadays  the  newly  rich,  and  especially 
those  in  the  small  tovms  and  western  states,  are  his 
best  picking.  The  older  rich  are  hugging  their  de- 
creased incomes  to  their  chests;  but  the  newer  rich 
are  still  anxious  to  establish  themselves  as  patrons 
of  the  arts  and  of  learning.  For  them  he  puts  on  a 
regular  J.  Rufus  Wallingford  front,  complete  with 
Rolls  Royce,  cane  and  spats. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  August  31 

Just  after  contemplating  the  rows  of  cabbages  in 
my  garden  this  evening,  I  saw  a  Morton's  salt  ad 
offering  a  booklet  which  would  tell  me  how  to  make 
sauerkraut.  Now  that's  what  I  call  intelligent  war- 
time advertising— good  for  me,  good  for  the  country, 
and  good  for  the  advertiser. 
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September,  1943 


Wednesday  .  .  .  September  1 

Had  a  letter  from  my  boy  who  is  flying  overseas 
for  the  Army  Transport  Conamand.  Here  are  the 
highlights  of  one  trip  as  he  gives  them:  Catching  a 
big  trout  during  a  layover  in  Labrador,  and  cooking 
it  over  a  campfire  '  m  the  grandest  forest  you  ever 
saw";  watching  the  sunrise  gild  the  precipitous  tops 
of  the  great  ice  cap,  sticking  up  to  12,000  feet 
through  the  clouds  over  Greenland;  seeing  a  big  con- 
voy marching  across  the  sea,  as  orderly  as  a  group 
of  soldiers;  popping  out  of  a  low  cloud,  smack  on 
top  of  a  Htter  of  subs  around  a  mother  ship,  and 
making  a  mad  scramble  for  the  flare  pistol  to  an- 
swer their  blinker  challenge  before  they  started 
shooting;  cussing  the  Germans  for  playing  Victrola 
records  of  "Deep  in  the  Heart  of  Texas"  on  the 
same  frequency  as  needed  radio  beams;  fighting 
flies  in  Africa,  in  a  temperature  of  110,  with  the 
snow-clad  Atlas  mountains  in  sight  ...  Be  seeing 
you,  Odysseus. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  2 

A  correspondent  says  that  he  gets  lots  of  good 
ideas  for  advertisers,  but  has  never  been  able  to  sell 
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them,  and  wants  me  to  tell  him  how  to  go  about  it. 
I  have  never  seen  many  people  make  a  success  of 
selling  ideas  only.  What  the  world  wants  is  ideas 
translated  into  concrete  things  and  services.  Ideas 
seem  to  be  most  salable  when  they  are  given  as  a 
plus  with  something  a  man  is  going  to  buy  anyhow. 

Friday  .  .  .  September  3 

Watched  my  wife  going  through  the  current  is- 
sue of  Life,  looking  at  every  picture  and  reading 
every  caption.  Pretty  soon  I  heard  her  chuclding 
over  a  picture  and  caption  in  a  cold  cream  ad.  When 
she  had  turned  the  page  I  asked  her  what  it  was 
about,  and  her  answer  indicated  that  to  her  it  was 
just  another  editorial  picture,  interesting  in  itself, 
and  having  no  commercial  significance.  In  this  in- 
stance, at  least,  the  advertiser,  by  following  Lifers 
technique,  got  high  readabihty  but  no  selHng. 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  4 

Picked  my  Elephant  Heart  plums,  and  carried  a 
lug  of  them  to  the  missus,  to  make  her  eyes  pop. 
This  plum,  the  last  creation  of  the  great  Luther  Bur- 
bank,  seems  still  to  be  a  rarity  among  fruits,  as  I 
never  see  it  on  the  market.  Mine  grow  to  be  as  big 
as  an  ordinary  peach,  but  heart  shaped;  and  it  is 
this,  with  their  blood  red  flesh,  which  justifies  their 
name.  Good  eating. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  5 
Counting  up  my  blessings  in  this  year  of  war  and 
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shortages,  I  listed  on  the  material  side  the  foods  with 
which  we  had  been  able  to  supply  ourselves;  beef, 
bacon,  hams,  lard,  milk,  cream,  butter,  cheese,  eggs, 
fryers,  turkeys,  berries,  melons,  cherries,  apricots, 
peaches,  plums,  pears,  apples,  and  all  green  vege- 
tables. All  I  need  now  is  a  grist  mill  Hke  Mickey 
McHugh's  to  be  nearly  self-sustaining. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  6 

Made  a  hst  of  the  repair  and  improvement  jobs  on 
my  home  which  have  had  to  be  postponed  until  the 
war  is  won.  They  totaled  up  to  a  good  many  man- 
days  for  the  building  trades  and  supphers.  Has  any 
magazine  in  the  home  field  surveyed  this  accimau- 
lating  backlog  of  post-war  work?  If  there  are  many 
home  owners  with  needs  like  mine  building  up,  such 
a  study  would  have  a  national  as  well  as  trade  sig- 
nificance. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  7 

One  of  my  associates,  who  is  a  member  of  the 
School  Board  in  his  community,  tells  me  that  eight 
of  the  teachers  who  had  been  hired  failed  to  show 
up  when  school  began.  Higher  pay  war  jobs  had  got- 
ten them.  Here  is  Ehe  kind  of  thing  where  the  local 
committees  behind  the  campaign  for  womanpower 
can  get  down  to  brass  tacks.  There  must  be  plenty 
of  married  teachers  who  could  be  induced  to  come 
back  on  the  job  by  a  Httle  well  directed  local  adver- 
tising. 
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Wednesday  .  .  .  September  8 

Every  once  in  a  while  I  notice  some  ad  man  get- 
ting too  big  for  his  breeches.  Some  kind  of  recogni- 
tion comes  to  him  which  makes  him  begin  to  think 
of  himself  as  a  Pubhcist,  an  Educator,  a  Distribution 
Economist,  or  whatnot,  capitahzed.  It  can  t  be  done, 
brother.  The  mark  of  your  trade  is  upon  you.  Your 
strength  is  there,  and  if  you  are  shorn  of  it  you  will 
be  another  Samson.  But  as  that  trade  gains  more  and 
more  respect,  so  will  you. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  9 

Toward  the  shank  of  the  day,  caught  the  Governor 
of  our  state  off  duty,  and  we  had  a  Httle  snifter  to- 
gether while  he  told  me  of  the  cares  of  oflBce  in  war 
time.  This  morning  he  was  gotten  out  of  bed  by  a 
lady  who  telephoned  him  to  please  have  a  dead 
horse  removed  from  the  highway  in  front  of  her  es- 
tate, at  once.  This  was  followed  by  a  call  from 
another  lady,  recently  moved  into  die  state,  who 
thought  maybe  the  Governor's  wife  might  get  her 
a  cook.  A  good  part  of  the  rest  of  the  day  had  been 
spent  in  long  distance  telephoning,  at  his  own  ex- 
pense, to  persuade  the  medical  authorities  who  con- 
trol a  rare  new  drug  to  furnish  some  of  it  for  the 
dying  husband  of  a  woman  constituent.  Votes  for 
women? 

Friday  .  .  .  September  10 

Saw  in  the  New  York  Times  an  agency's  own  ad- 
vertisement which  interested  me.  It  gave,  in  very 
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compact  form,  an  exposition  of  the  copy  appeals 
which  this  agency  has  found  most  effective.  Strange- 
ly, such  material  seems  to  have  very  httle  interest 
for  most  advertisers.  No  glamor  to  it.  Just  sales. 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  11 

One  of  the  tires  on  my  truck  blew  out  as  I  was  go- 
ing into  town  early  this  morning  with  a  load  of  fruit. 
Fortunately,  the  local  rationing  board  was  in  session, 
and  quickly  agreed  that  a  food  suppher  should  have 
a  new  tire.  But  then  I  discovered  that  their  permit 
was  only  a  hunting  Hcense,  There  was  not  a  truck 
tire  of  my  size  in  town,  and  none  expected.  Continu- 
ing my  hunt  in  the  next  county  seat,  I  finally  found 
a  tire  in  one  place  and  a  tube  in  another.  And  so  to 
home,  at  sundown,  with  the  day  lost,  my  gasoHne  ra- 
tion reduced,  my  temper  frayed,  and  my  thoughts 
unkind  for  Mr.  Jeffers. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  12 

The  papers  say  our  boys  have  landed  at  Ostia,  the 
port  of  ancient  Rome.  I  spent  a  day  there  once,  ex- 
ploring the  ruins  with  an  Itahan  archaeologist.  He 
had  the  gift,  that  man,  for  making  the  past  come 
ahve.  Through  his  eyes  I  saw  the  teeming  quays,  the 
merchants  busy  with  their  bales,  the  sailors  with 
harlots  hanging  on  their  arms,  the  Roman  Legion- 
naires coming  home,  the  taverns,  the  travelers,  and 
all  the  bustle  of  a  waterfront  town.  Just  words. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  13 
Those  OPA  gas  snoopers  must  be  corrupting  the 
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citizenry  down  in  Florida,  for  now  a  reader  from 
there  wants  to  know  how  come  that  wrecked  car  of 
mine  was  on  that  winding  mountain  road.  All  right, 
fellow,  I  guess  it's  a  fair  question:  the  car  was  on 
duty  with  a  secret  research  operation  of  the  armed 
forces. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  14 

Received  a  letter  from  an  unknown  woman  which 
started  as  follows:  "Dear  Sir:— My  son,  age  24,  is  sen- 
tenced to  die  in  the  electric  chair  on  September  17." 
I  submit  it  for  the  record  as  an  opening  sentence 
that  will  come  as  near  to  insuring  an  attentive  read- 
ing as  any  ever  written.  It  may  have  been  a  cry  di- 
rect from  a  woman's  heart;  but  it  sounded  just  a 
little  too  professional  to  me. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  15 

A  little  while  back  I  recorded  that  I  was  ordering 
another  supply  of  my  favorite  pipe  tobacco  from 
England,  and  predicted  that  it  would  come  through 
in  spite  of  hell  and  high  water.  Today  it  did,  two 
pounds  of  it,  in  hermetically  sealed  quarter-poimd 
tins.  In  the  same  mail  was  a  letter  from  an  English 
advertising  man,  teUing  me  how  the  post-war  slogan 
of  Enghsh  business  has  become  "Export  or  Die." 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  16 

Had  a  letter  from  L.  P.  Finley,  of  the  Union  Fork 
&  Hoe  Company  (whose  products  I  have  used  for 
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years),  expressing  his  hope  that  this  Diary  will  be 
pubHshed  in  book  form.  Very  nice  of  him.  On  this 
subject  the  ayes  seem  to  have  it,  and  I  have  just  fin- 
ished forking  over  the  first  year's  crop  of  these  jot- 
tings, to  prepare  them  for  immortality.  But  Lord, 
how  I  hate  to  read  the  stuff  myself  I 

Friday  .  .  .  September  17 

Having  occasion  to  look  up  the  dictionary  defini- 
tion of  economics,  I  was  reminded  of  one  I  received 
one  night  around  a  campfire  in  the  Arizona  des- 
ert. There  were  four  of  us:  a  Jewish  trader  of  the 
country,  his  18-year  old  son,  a  Texas  cattle  buyer, 
and  this  tenderfoot.  The  trader  had  been  good 
enough  to  give  me  a  Hft  in  his  wheezy  Model  T 
when  I  had  missed  the  mail  stage  for  a  point  80 
miles  from  the  railroad.  But  night  had  overtaken  us 
on  the  slow  desert  track,  and  the  car's  lights  failing 
to  work,  we  lay  down  in  the  sage  brush  until  morn- 
ing. Getting  cold  toward  dawn,  I  got  up  and  made 
a  greasewood  fire,  and  soon  the  others  joined  me. 
While  the  coffee  boiled  and  the  stars  paled,  the 
trader's  son  told  me  of  his  ambition  to  go  to  college 
and  study  economics.  At  that  the  trader  pricked  up 
his  ears.  "What  is  that  economics?"  he  asked.  When 
we  had  tried  to  explain  he  was  silent  a  minute. 
Then  he  said:  *Well,  I  tell  you  all  the  economics 
you  need  to  know:  just  milk  the  fellow  what  does 
the  milking."  Then  to  me:  **What  business  you  in? 
Advertising?  That's  the  kindl  You  milk  the  fellow 
what  does  the  milking!" 
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Saturday  .  ,  .  September  18 

Visited  with  a  man  who,  a  few  years  ago,  had  one 
of  the  most  prosperous  women's  wear  businesses  in 
Germany.  He  was  worth  at  that  time  some  $2,000,- 
000,  and  had  a  quarter  milHon  of  it  in  gold  certifi- 
cates in  a  Holland  bank.  But  in  Hitler's  anti-Semitic 
squeeze  he  lost  it  all,  and  felt  lucky  to  escape  to  this 
country  with  his  family  and  $3,000.  Today,  at  68, 
with  his  sons  in  our  Army,  he  and  his  daughter  have 
re-established  themselves  as  successful  designers 
and  producers  of  smart  sports  wear,  and  are  on  their 
way  up  again. 

Sunday  .  .  .  September  19 

That  Palomino,  painted  by  Fred  Ludekins  for  this 
week's  Post  cover,  makes  my  heart  leap.  My  Pal  is 
getting  old,  and  will  soon  have  to  go  to  his  last 
pasture.  But  somewhere  there  is  another  of  these 
Golden  Horses  which  I  must  have. 

Monday  .  .  .  September  20 

I  wonder  if  there  isn't  a  story  waiting  for  some- 
body to  tell,  in  advertising,  for  the  Railway  Express 
Agency.  If  I  had  been  asked,  a  short  time  ago, 
to  name  an  unimaginative  monopoly,  I  suspect  this 
Agency  might  have  been  my  choice— if  I  had  thought 
of  it  at  all.  But  some  recent  experiences  have  en- 
lightened me.  In  fact,  it  looks  to  me  now  as  though 
this  might  be  the  smartest  outfit  in  any  branch  of 
the  transportation  business,  with  a  service  attitude 
that  is  inadequately  appreciated  by  the  pubhc. 
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Tuesday  .  .  .  September  21 

My  first  business  transaction,  at  the  age  of  nine, 
was  to  take  a  penny  given  me  by  my  mother,  invest 
it  in  two  copies  of  an  evening  newspaper,  and  sell 
them  for  a  penny  each.  When  I  found  ^at  capital 
could  thus  be  doubled  in  a  day  it  was  Hke  discover- 
ing a  gold  mine.  Thereafter  I  sold  papers  every  aft- 
ernoon, after  school,  until  I  got  a  regular  job  in  a 
publishing  business  at  the  age  of  twelve.  No  doubt 
the  laws  prohibiting  child  labor  were  necessary  and 
have  done  more  good  than  harm,  but  I  cannot  help 
wondering  about  them  during  this  manpower  short- 
age. I  know  they  would  have  prevented  my  getting 
a  lot  of  useful  education.  But  then  I  had  the  good 
luck  to  do  my  child-laboring  in  that  most  educa- 
tional of  all  enterprises,  a  printing  house. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  22 

Picked  up  a  copy  of  Look  on  a  newsstand,  with  a 
strong  picture  of  Willkie  on  the  cover.  "There,"  said 
a  stranger  next  to  me,  "is  our  next  president."  "What 
makes  you  think  so?**  I  asked.  "Because,"  said  he,  "I 
am  a  traveling  man,  and  wherever  I  go  Willkie  is 
the  fellow  people  are  talking  about."  He  wasn't 
travehng  for  Mike  Cowles  either. 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  23 

It  is  said  that  Roy  Howard  once  instructed 
Scripps-Howard  editors  somewhat  as  follows: 
"When  you  want  to  attack  a  man  don't  call  him  li- 
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belous  names.  Just  tell  what  he  did  in  such  a  way 
that  the  reader  will  say:  Why,  the  dirty  so-and  sol*  ** 
The  suggestion  holds  good  for  ad  writers.  Don't 
praise  the  product.  Just  tell  what  it  does,  and  how 
it  does  it,  so  that  the  reader  will  say:  *1  must  try 
that."  In  short,  go  Hght  on  the  adjectives  and  heavy 
on  the  verbs. 

Friday  .  .  .  September  24 

Winston  Churchill's  endorsement  of  Basic  English 
has  given  it  the  kind  of  popular  attention  its  compil- 
ers have  long  sought.  It  must  be  nearly  twenty  years 
ago  that  one  of  its  promoters  asked  me  to  introduce 
its  use  into  advertising;  and  I  still  have  the  dozen  or 
more  books  about  it  which  I  accumulated  at  that 
time.  I,  too,  beheve  that  it  is  the  best  tool  that  has 
been  devised  for  f acihtating  international  communi- 
cation. But  I  quit  experimenting  with  it  for  advertis- 
ing when  I  found  that  Poe's  tale,  "The  Gold  Bug," 
translated  into  Basic  becomes  "The  Gold  Insect." 
Advertising  needs  more  color  and  nuance  than  that. 

Saturday  .  .  .  September  25 

A  drizzly,  gusty,  equinoctial  day,  so  used  it  to  give 
my  study  a  housecleaning— my  wife  and  maids  hav- 
ing been  warned  not  to  touch  it  on  pain  of  death. 
Got  all  my  bookshelvesTn  order,  all  my  files  purged 
of  bygones,  and  all  my  catalogs,  pamphlets,  clip- 
pings, and  other  fugitive  material  neatly  classified  in 
new  folders.  Toni^t  I  am  feeling  too  virtuous  to 
live  with. 
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Sunday  .  .  .  September  26 

No  frost  yet,  and  the  rain  has  blown  away,  so  to- 
morrow we  will  make  hay  while  the  sim  shines  and 
start  on  our  fourth  cutting  of  alfalfa.  Let's  see:  bet- 
ter than  five  tons  to  the  acre  at  $30  a  ton  .  .  .  why, 
there's  millions  in  it! 

Monday  .  .  .  September  27 

Saw  a  copy  of  a  very  sane  and  wise  letter  about 
war  advertising  which  was  sent  to  every  member  of 
the  Association  of  National  Advertisers  by  Charlie 
Mortimer,  its  chairman.  I  do  not  see  how  any  adver- 
tiser who  reads  it  can  be  in  doubt  as  to  where  and 
how  he  may  make  a  contribution  to  the  war  efi^ort  in 
keeping  with  his  business  interests.  And  any  adver- 
tiser who  didn't  receive  it  can,  I  understand,  get  a 
copy  by  asking  ANA  for  it.  There  are  stiU  a  lot  who 
apparently  don't  understand  that  advertising  which 
brags  about  their  war  contributions  is  not  itself  a 
contribution. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  September  28 

A  gentleman  who  is  a  magazine  writer  wants  to 
know  how  he  can  start  a  mail  order  business  in  his 
home,  with  a  few  hundred  dollars'  capital  and  no  ex- 
perience. It  has  been  done.  I  know  a  girl  who  did  it 
with  her  grandmother's  recipes  for  some  very  tasty 
preserves.  But  I  never  knew  it  to  be  done  by  any- 
body who  did  not  first  have  a  product  he  believed 
in.  The  fact  that  a  good  product  comes  first,  and  that 
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advertising,  mail  order,  or  otherwise  is  only  part  of 
the  mechanics  of  distribution  for  it,  has  escaped 
quite  a  few  observers— and  practitioners. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  September  29 

Noticed  an  advertisement  of  a  conservative  New 
York  investment  house,  headed  "Go  West  Young 
Dollars,"  featuring  a  booklet  about  their  behef  in 
the  future  of  Pacific  Coast  industries.  Having  been 
a  bull  on  that  empire  for  some  twenty  years  or  more 
I  must  applaud  their  vision.  But,  Lord,  how  long  it 
takes  to  get  some  minds  across  the  Hudson  Riverl 

Thursday  .  .  .  September  30 

How  reveahng  a  letter  can  be!  I  have  one  today 
from  a  complete  stranger,  applying  for  a  job.  On  the 
face  of  his  record  he  is  a  man  of  high  calibre,  worth 
sitting  down  with  for  better  acquaintance.  But  there 
are  a  dozen  Httle  things  about  this  letter— in  the  sta- 
tionery itself,  in  the  points  of  view,  in  the  approach, 
and  the  expressions  used— which  spell  nothing  but 
pompous  ass. 
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October,  1943 


Friday  .  .  .  October  1 

Talked  with  the  chairman  of  our  local  draft 
board  about  the  deferment  of  a  key  man  in  our  busi- 
ness. He  did  not  give  me  much  hope.  But  every  time 
I  have  an  experience  hke  this  I  am  impressed  anew 
with  what  a  lot  of  fine  citizens  we  have  in  this 
country,  doing  these  mean  local  board  jobs  as  faith- 
fully as  they  can.  In  fact,  I  must  count  as  one  of  the 
gains  from  this  war  the  greater  appreciation  I  have 
of  the  qualities  hidden  in  hitherto  casually-known 
neighbors. 

Saturday  ,  .  .  October  2 

Took  into  town  a  truck  load  of  extra  fancy  Grimes 
Golden  apples,  just  off  the  trees,  and  sold  diem  to  a 
chain  store  buyer.  The  price  made  me  feel  like  a 
profiteer.  But  when  Chet  Bowles'  ceihng  on  them 
goes  into  effect  next  week  111  probably  be  cussing 
him  out. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  3 

Reviewed  the  financial  situation  for  the  year  to 
date  of  two  institutions,  scientific  and  cultural,  vdth 
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which  I  am  connected.  Neither  has  any  endowment 
nor  any  state  support,  and  at  the  beginning  of  this 
year  it  was  beheved  by  many  that  financial  contri- 
butions would  so  dwindle  that  the  doors  of  these  in- 
stitutions might  have  to  be  closed.  Instead,  each  has 
received  more  support  than  it  did  in  the  same  period 
last  year.  Apparently  we  have  made  up  our  minds 
that  such  institutions  are  also  among  the  things  we 
are  fighting  to  preserve. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  4 

Most  of  us  were  shown  in  our  youth  how  we  could 
accumulate  a  competency  through  a  lifetime  of 
modest  savings  multiplied  by  compound  interest. 
But  I  know  a  man  who  has  demonstrated  that  the 
same  procedure  will  produce  a  mental  competency 
as  well.  For  over  thirty  years  he  has  steadily  de- 
voted the  spare  hoiurs  from  a  busy  advertising  life  to 
painstaking  work  and  original  research  in  the  field 
of  public  health.  Today  he  is  probably  the  outstand- 
ing layman  in  this  field,  and  has  enriched  his  own 
life  while  saving  many  others.  And  now  he  has  re- 
tired from  business  with  an  inexhaustible  fund  in 
his  intellectual  bank.  A  salute  to  Bill  Groom! 

Tuesday  ,  .  .  October  5 

An  old  friend  says  that  I  revealed  my  authorship 
of  this  Diary  by  recording  here  a  story  which  I  told 
him  in  1927.  But  he  promises  he  won  t  tell.  He  would 
be  more  than  human  (which  he  isnt!)  if  he  doesn't. 
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When  one  reader  in  Canada  recently  speculated 
about  my  identity  in  a  letter  to  the  editor,  he  re- 
ceived an  anonymous  post  card  from  New  York  re- 
vealing it.  If  you  want  something  widely  circulated, 
whisper  it. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  6 

Today  I  can  sympathize  with  Montgomery  Ward's 
report  on  what  it  has  cost  them  to  send  back  the 
mail  orders  for  catalog  goods  which  they  couldn't 
supply.  A  mail  piece  of  mine  which  went  out  two 
weeks  ago  has  already  produced  twice  the  number 
of  expected  orders,  and  the  advertiser  is  hopping 
mad  at  me.  We  will  have  to  revise  our  notions  of  a 
normal  response  while  this  goods  vacuum  holds. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October^! 

I  think  I  may  read  as  many  magazines  as  any  man 
Hving,  but  the  one  which  I  really  savor  is  a  pubhca- 
tion  with  only  30,000  circulation.  In  it  I  absorb  the 
advertising  almost  as  part  of  the  editorial  content, 
and  am,  I  feel  sure,  more  responsive  to  it  there  than 
elsewhere.  Such  pubhcations  invariably  cost  more 
per  thousand  than  the  extensive  circulations,  but  I 
am  not  sure  that  the  greater  depth  of  their  circula- 
tions does  not  make  them  worth  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  8 

In  a  recent  issue  Time  spoke  of  the  ^bumbling" 
Business  Advisory  Coimcil  (of  the  Department  of 
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Commerce).  An  instructive  example  of  how  the  epi- 
thet often  makes  color  at  the  expense  of  accuracy. 
Among  the  'TDumblings**  of  this  little  pubhcized 
Council  are:  (1)  the  projection  into  the  Washington 
scene  of  a  score  or  more  top  flight  business  men,  in- 
cluding Ed  Stettinius,  the  new  Under  Secretary  of 
State;  Averell  Harriman,  the  new  Ambassador  to 
Russia;  and  Will  Clayton,  Assistant  Secretary  of 
Commerce;  and  (2)  the  initial  sponsoring  of  the  post- 
war Committee  for  Economic  Development,  includ- 
ing the  furnishing  of  its  chairman,  Paul  Hoffman— 
whom  Time  recently  extolled. 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  9 

Busy  all  day  in  the  warm  October  glow,  getting 
my  Golden  DeHcious  apples  off  the  trees.  Made 
every  picker  wear  white  cotton  gloves,  and  found 
the  psychological  effect  of  these  greatly  reduced 
the  number  of  culls  due  to  carelessness  in  handling. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  10 

A  friend  in  England  writes  me  that  it  is  now  said 
there  that  of  all  dhe  weeds  those  easiest  to  get  rid  of 
are  a  widow's.  All  that  is  required  is  to  say  Wilt 
thou  and  they  wilt.  But  behind  this  typical  piece  of 
Enghsh  humor  is  a  situation  that  is  no  joke.  Popula- 
tion students  are  predicting  that  the  entire  western 
world  will  find  itself  with  a  post-war  surplus  of 
women,  with  many  significant  social  changes  as  a 
result. 

220 


Monday  .  .  .  October  11 

My  barber,  who  was  originally  a  Missouri  farm 
boy,  has  always  been  rabidly  anti-English.  Today  I 
discovered  the  source  of  his  feelings.  As  a  doughboy 
in  the  last  war  he  visited  London,  and  called  on  a 
prosperous  Enghsh  business  man  to  whom  he  had  a 
letter  of  introduction  from  a  brother  back  in  Mis- 
souri. The  Enghshman's  first  remark  on  seeing  him 
was:  ^Why  would  my  brother  give  you,  a  common 
soldier,  a  letter  of  introduction  to  me?^*  My  barber 
friend  did  not  know  that  there  is  a  type  of  Londoner 
who  apes  the  gentleman  without  his  education  and 
gentleness. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  October  12 

A  publisher  does  not  like  to  change  a  successful 
business  formula  any  more  than  other  men,  so  re- 
sistance to  paper  rationing  is  natural.  But  so  far  as 
advertising  is  concerned,  I  think  we  could  learn  to 
do  with  a  good  deal  less  paper  than  we  now  use, 
with  no  great  loss  of  power.  Before  me  are  two 
copies  of  the  same  advertisement— one  in  a  full  page 
in  the  New  York  Times,  the  other  in  a  full  page,  tab- 
loid size.  For  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  see  that  the  one 
using  half  the  paper  required  by  the  other  is  any  the 
less  effective. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  13 

Heard  a  woman  complaining  because,  when  she 
gave  her  cook  an  increase  in  wages,  the  girl  prompt- 
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ly  spent  it  on  such  things  as  a  hair-do  and  some 
expensive  camera  portraits.  Reminds  me  of  some 
country  gentlemen  neighbors  who  used  to  sit  around 
on  their  porch  of  a  summer  day,  sipping  mint  juleps 
and  talking  about  how  lazy  the  WPA  pick-and- 
shovel  men  were. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  14 

Shocked  when  I  got  the  preparation  bills  on  some 
ads  I  had  turned  out.  Upon  investigation  discovered 
their  high  figures  were  due  to  the  same  old  trouble: 
namely,  letting  the  art  man  put  in  a  lot  of  fancy 
strokes  which  called  for  extra  engraving  and  print- 
ing costs.  Nine  times  out  of  ten  these  add  nothing  to 
the  selling  power  of  the  message. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  15 

A  few  days  ago  I  hired  a  boy  of  nineteen,  who  had 
been  rejected  by  the  Army  on  his  eyesight.  He  is  the 
son  of  a  coal  miner,  and  since  finishing  the  ninth 
grade  in  school  has  been  working  at  the  job  of  pick- 
ing stone  out  of  the  coal.  But  I  haven  t  seen  a  kid  for 
a  long  time  with  as  much  ambition  and  git-up-and- 
go.  Thank  God  there  is  still  such  yeast  in  the  Amer- 
ican dough. 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  16 

In  the  Oxford  English  Dictionary  the  phrase  **f all 
of  the  year"  is  noted  only  as  a  United  States  usage. 
Contrasted  with  the  pale  Enghsh  "autumn '  it  offers 
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one  good  example  of  the  greater  vividness  of  our 
speech.  Many  others  may  be  found  in  Mencken's 
great  compilation  on  "The  American  Language,** 
and  a  thoughtful  student  of  it  can  see  there  how 
these  differences  in  words  often  embalm  some  of 
our  differences  in  ideas  and  outlook. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  17 

Picked  out  the  turkey  destined  to  grace  my 
Thanksgiving  board,  and  shut  it  up  for  fattening 
and  tenderizing.  The  farmer  has  his  troubles  in  war- 
time, even  as  other  men,  but  in  many  ways  he  is  cer- 
tainly a  man  with  special  privileges.  As  one  myself 
(skeptics  to  the  contrary),  I  have  so  far  escaped  the 
rigors  of  both  food  and  gasoline  rationing  almost 
entirely;  and  have  found  that  I  can  buy  many  things 
which,  as  an  ad  man,  I  would  not  be  permitted  to 
purchase.  Find  I  can  even  bid  for  one  of  those  hogs 
lost  on  a  bet  by  the  Governor  of  Nebraska  to  the 
Governor  of  our  state,  and  contributed  by  him  to 
the  National  War  Fund. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  18 

Because  their  milline  rate  is  high,  the  small  town 
and  rural  weekHes  do  not  get  much  attention  from 
the  generahty  of  national  advertisers.  But  they  still 
have  plenty  of  poUtical  significance,  as  every  Con- 
gressman knows.  So  I  was  interested  today  to  note 
in  one  of  them— a  mouthpiece  of  a  Democratic  state 
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regime—an  editorial  advising  this  state  party  to  dis- 
sociate itself  from  the  national  administration  if  it 
wanted  to  win  the  next  election. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  October  19 

Received  from  the  Treasury  a  form  letter  asking 
for  criticism  of  the  advertising  activities  in  the  re- 
cent war  bond  campaign,  and  for  constructive  sug- 
gestions for  the  fourth  campaign  which  is  coming. 
It  seems  to  me  that  we  are  still  not  getting  enough 
of  the  money  from  the  wage  earning  groups  to 
whom  most  of  this  advertising  is  supposedly  di- 
rected. I  suspect  that  one  reason  is  that  we  have  not 
yet  concreted  the  proposition  sufficiently.  Maybe  I 
could  get  more  excited  over  lending  Uncle  Sam  a 
gun  to  kill  a  Jap  than  I  could  over  lending  him  more 
dollars  for  a  piece  of  paper. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  20 

One  of  the  greatest  schools  of  advertising  ever 
conducted  was  the  old  System  Magazine^  when 
owned  and  run  by  Arch  Shaw.  He  made  a  house  or- 
gan into  a  million  dollar  publishing  property,  very 
largely  through  his  instinct  for  mail  selling  and  pro- 
motion. And  in  the  process  he  made  a  dozen  or  more 
young  fellows  of  1910  into  some  of  the  top  advertis- 
ing and  publishing  men  of  today.  The  last  time  I 
saw  Shaw  he  was  immersed  in  economic  and  polit- 
ical studies;  but  I  found  that  he  could  still  r  ar  up 
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like  an  old  fire  horse  over  a  key  sheet  of  direct  sell- 
ing returns. 

Thursday  .  .  .  October  21 

In  our  town  the  National  War  Fund  is  being  re- 
sponded to  through  a  sense  of  duty  by  the  respon- 
sible citizens,  reluctantly  by  the  partisans  of  the  dif- 
ferent local  and  national  organizations  participat- 
ing, and  hardly  at  all  by  the  general  populace.  The 
people  who  set  this  scheme  up  nationally  were  well 
versed  in  the  mechanics  of  fund  raising,  but  they 
called  in  the  advertising  and  publicity  people  too 
late  to  give  the  program  the  sharp  emotional  appeal 
it  needs  for  popular  response.  Another  failure  to  rec- 
ognize that  advertising  begins  with  the  shaping  of 
the  product  itself. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  22 

When  I  see  the  way  in  which  men  of  diverse  in- 
terests are  working  together  in  the  War  Advertising 
Council,  I  wonder  whether  competition  is  the  nat- 
ural instinct  of  man  that  it  is  cracked  up  to  be.  May- 
be the  cooperative  state  yields  more  actual  satisfac- 
tion than  we  have  been  accustomed  to  think;  and 
that  the  competitive  drive  is  largely  a  by-product  of 
the  industrial  revolution  and  the  division  of  labor. 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  23 

Spent  the  evening  by  a  purring  wood  fire,  reread- 
ing the  immortal  **Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn." 
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Huck  is  the  world's  greatest  example  of  the  educa- 
tional superiority  of  doing  and  observing  over  book 
lamin*,  and  he  always  does  my  soul  good. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  24 

Speaking  of  book  lamin',  I  notice  that  President 
Hutchins  of  the  University  of  Chicago  is  going  to 
give  his  famous  course  in  the  One  Hundred  Best 
Books  to  a  special  group  of  Upper  Case  Chicago 
citizens.  Sounds  to  me  like  one  of  Bill  Benton  s  ideas 
—especially  when  I  note  that  the  pubhcation  and 
sale  of  a  University  of  Chicago  edition  of  these 
books  is  to  follow. 

Monday  .  .  .  October  25 

A  teacher  of  business  correspondence  wants  to 
know  what  kind  of  letterhead  indicated  to  me  a 
''pompous  ass."  I  could  be  specific  about  this  one 
case,  but  would  that  be  of  any  real  use?  What  we 
are  has  a  way  of  shining  through  whatever  we  say 
or  do;  and  I  am  afraid  that  pomposity  is  a  disease 
which  cannot  be  cured  by  attempting  to  eradicate 
its  symptoms  in  a  letterhead.  It  will  only  break  out 
again  in  some  other  manifestation. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  October  26 

Making  bricks  without  straw  is  no  novelty  assign- 
ment for  the  copywriter,  but  the  worst  case  I  ever 
had  was  when  I  was  asked,  quite  a  few  years  ago, 
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to  do  overnight  a  series  of  ads  on  shotguns.  At  that 
time  I  had  never  owned  such  a  gun,  nor  shot  one.  So 
I  was  in  a  pretty  how-to-do.  In  desperation  I  got  out 
a  couple  of  years'  files  of  all  the  outdoor  magazines, 
and  spent  the  night  going  through  their  articles  and 
their  questions-and-answers  departments,  tabulat- 
ing all  the  things  their  readers  seemed  to  want  to 
know  about  shotguns.  Out  of  this  expert  material  I 
built  a  series  of  informative  ads  which  proved  to  be 
highly  successful.  I  do  not  recommend  such  quick- 
lunch  methods  as  ideal,  but  this  case  taught  me 
never  to  be  afraid  of  any  subject,  as  long  as  a  good 
hbrary  was  available. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  October  27 

Boredom  with  life  is  so  widespread  a  disease  that 
I  reckon  the  first  big  job  we  have  to  do  in  advertis- 
ing is  to  be  interesting.  There  is  a  nice  point  in  every 
ad  where  interest  must  be  transmuted  into  desire, 
but  that  is  another  subject.  To  succeed  in  catching 
interest,  in  the  face  of  all  our  competition,  is  in  it- 
self a  big  achievement,  and  some  day  I  want  to  write 
a  book  about  it.  I  have  a  feeling  that  the  problem  is 
more  involved  than  is  indicated  by  the  over-simpli- 
fied diagrams  of  the  advertising  textbooks.  That  it 
is  rooted  in  the  writer's  cultivation  of  his  own  ca- 
pacities for  becoming  interested  in  anything. 

Tkursdqy  .  .  '.  October  28 
Spent  some  time  today  with  a  man  who  has  the 
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most  amazing  memory  I  have  ever  known.  This, 
combined  with  wide  reading,  has  given  him  a  repu- 
tation for  inteUigence  which  his  actions  do  not  sus- 
tain. I  have  noticed  that  a  good  many  wearers  of 
scholarship  keys  have  the  same  kind  of  gifts— our 
older  educational  methods  having  apparently  fa- 
vored the  e£Eortless  memorizers.  The  most  inteUigent 
possessor  of  such  a  key  that  I  know  bought  his  in  a 
pawnshop,  and  solenmly  wears  it  to  gatherings  of 
distinguished  associates  who  know  that  he  never 
went  to  college. 

Friday  .  .  .  October  29 

Arthur  Brisbane  used  to  say  that  if  you  hstened  in 
on  any  conversation  in  the  subways  you  would  find 
most  of  it  made  up  of  "He  said—"  and  "She  said—." 
Not  many  advertisers  seem  to  recognize  this  perva- 
siveness of  interest  in  the  concrete  personahty.  The 
corporate  "we"  and  the  copywriter's  third  person 
"they"  will  never  have  the  puU  of  "I"  to  "you." 

Saturday  .  .  .  October  30 

At  the  farm  to  see  the  first  snow  flurry  speckle  the 
fields.  The  crops  all  in  or  sold;  the  woodshed  filled; 
the  cold  cellar  stocked;  and  the  fallen  leaves  being 
gathered  to  the  compost  pit.  This  year  I  am  trying 
flie  mixing  of  these  leaves  with  Adco,  the  artificial 
manure  maker  developed  at  Rothamsted,  England, 
the  oldest  agricultural  experiment  station  in  the 
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world,  where  records  on  the  maintenance  of  soil  fer- 
tility in  one  field  have  been  kept  for  a  hundred  years. 

Sunday  .  .  .  October  31 

Spent  a  broken  night  in  a  small  town  hotel,  and 
got  up  feeling  like  a  sore-headed  bear.  Some  day  I 
hope  to  find  a  hotel  proprietor  who  makes  a  business 
of  selHng  sleep,  and  runs  his  house  for  that  purpose. 
In  a  big  city  the  individual  night  noises  are  blended 
into  a  hum  that  is  not  too  disturbing;  but  in  the  quiet 
of  the  smaller  towns  two  loud-mouthed  taxi  drivers 
and  one  garbage  can  banger  can  ruin  a  night.  Maybe 
Ed  Ahrens  can  start  a  crusade  about  this. 
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November,  1943 


Monday  .  .  .  November  1 

I  see  by  the  papers  that  the  Treasury  estimates  it 
received  thirty-six  million  dollars'  worth  of  advertis- 
ing and  publicity  support  for  the  3rd  War  Loan. 
That  is  undoubtedly  the  greatest  concentration  of 
advertising  power  ever  developed  in  such  a  brief  pe- 
riod. A.  D.  Lasker  once  told  me  that  it  took  him 
years  to  learn  that  mere  volume  of  advertising  could 
be  as  important  as  the  copy  message.  This  enormous 
bond  promotion  seems  to  support  the  idea,  when  it 
is  calculated  that  this  thirty-six  miUion  of  space  and 
time  is  only  a  fraction  of  1%  of  the  nineteen  billion 
of  sales  resulting. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  2 

Talked  with  a  man  who  has  made  his  Hving  sell- 
ing investments  in  property  for  chain  store  occu- 
pancy. According  to  his  figures,  money  put  into  land 
and  buildings  leased  to  a  chain  like  Woolworth, 
Kresge,  Penney,  etc.,  is  a  better  bet  than  stock  in  the 
same  companies— the  income  being  more  assured 
and  a  hedge  against  inflation  better  provided  for.  I 
am  always  intrigued  when  I  discover  a  new,  special- 
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ized  function  like  this  man's  in  our  complex  econ- 
omy. It  adds  to  my  belief  that  the  ingenuity  of  the 
millions,  stirred  by  private  profit,  is  more  eflFectively 
functional  than  the  planning  of  a  few  master  minds. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  3 

Every  publisher  now  seems  to  be  wrestling  with 
the  formulation  of  a  policy  for  rationing  the  amoimt 
of  advertising  space  he  has  left  to  sell.  It  would  be 
an  easier  job  if  he  had  only  advertisers  to  satisfy, 
but  he  can't  ignore  the  ambitions  of  his  salesmen 
and  the  agencies.  Not  having  the  problem,  it  is  easy 
for  me  to  be  dogmatic  about  it.  I  would  give  first 
priority  to  the  advertisers  with  merchandise  and 
services  to  sell;  second  to  the  advertisers,  new  or 
old,  with  a  genuine  war  service  message;  third  to  the 
advertisers  who  have  demonstrated  a  consistent  pur- 
pose to  maintain  or  build  a  postwar  reputation. 
Away  down  at  the  bottom  I  would  put  those  adver- 
tisers who  are  obviously  squandering  tax  money  on 
unmitigated  bellywash. 

Thursday  .  .  .  November  4 

Talked  with  a  highly  successful  business  man  who 
was  bemoaning  the  fact  that  he  couldn't  devote 
more  of  the  remainder  of  his  life  to  '^public  service." 
I  find  this  a  rather  common  aflfliction  among  men  in 
their  fifties  who  have  reached  a  certain  position.  It 
makes  me  wonder  what  is  wrong  with  our  business 
structure.  Certainly  a  well-run  business  is  in  itself  a 
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public  service,  as  valuable  to  its  community  and  its 
customers  as  it  is  to  its  owners.  Why  isn  t  it  com- 
pletely satisfying  to  the  man  who  guides  it?  Perhaps 
because  in  our  society  we  don  t  have  any  way  of 
honoring  industrial  statesmanship,  as  the  English  do 
by  knighthood. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  5 

Heard  a  banker  make  a  speech  in  which  he  re- 
ferred with  scorn  to  the  lushness  of  current  advertis- 
ing expenditures,  and  to  the  smell  of  escaping  tax 
money  attached  to  them.  Maybe  this  paper  rationing 
will  be  a  blessing  in  disguise,  if  it  puts  some  brakes 
on  this  particular  area  of  advertising  expenditures. 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  6 

Spent  the  day  in  Washington,  and  foimd  the  be- 
lief very  prevalent  there  that  the  climax  of  the  Euro- 
pean war  is  at  hand.  One  result  is  that  the  business 
men  there,  tired  of  the  slings  and  arrows  of  outra- 
geous government,  are  turning  their  thoughts  home- 
ward. This  worries  one  key  industrialist  there  above 
all  else.  He  says  the  radicals  are  just  waiting  for  this 
to  happen,  so  that  they  can  take  over  the  industrial 
controls  which  will  have  to  be  kept  on,  in  the  recon- 
version from  war  to  peace. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  7 

I  wonder  how  many  advertising  directors  and 
sales  managers  are  giving  any  thought  to  the  export 
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field  in  their  post-war  planning?  By  and  large,  our 
industries  have  never  really  become  "foreign  trade 
conscious/'  Yet  we  are  coming  out  of  this  war  with 
the  greatest  merchant  marine  the  world  has  ever 
seen— England  currently  having  40,000  men  building 
ships  and  we  800,000.  To  keep  that  fleet  in  being, 
and  perhaps  to  make  the  diflFerence  between  success 
and  failure  in  full  employment,  we  will  need  a  great 
expansion  in  our  foreign  commerce. 

Monday  .  .  .  November  8 

With  all  this  shortage  of  manpower  to  deal  with 
an  increased  volume  of  advertising,  why  don't  we 
repeat  more  ads,  instead  of  manufacturing  new  ones 
for  every  insertion?  If  an  ad  is  a  good  one  it  can 
stand  a  lot  more  circulation  and  repetition  than  most 
ever  get;  and  some  of  the  shrewdest  and  most  suc- 
cessful advertisers  have  proved  that  such  repetition 
pays.  An  agency  is  always  loath  to  recommend  this 
practice  for  fear  it  won  t  seem  to  be  earning  its  salt. 
But  right  now  advertisers  would  make  a  great  con- 
tribution to  the  whole  supply  situation,  to  their  own 
benefit,  if  they  would  encourage  this  idea,  both  in 
space  and  in  radio  conmiercials. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  9 

In  New  York  I  went  into  a  store  of  one  of  the  big- 
gest grocery  chains  and  found  only  the  scrubbiest 
kind  of  apples  for  sale.  When  I  inquired  why  they 
had  no  good  ones,  I  was  told  they  were  all  in  black 
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market  hands.  This,  apparently,  is  the  result  of  put- 
ting a  price  ceiling  on  apples  which  makes  no  allow- 
ance for  varieties  or  grades,  so  that  the  poorest  ap- 
ples fetch  as  much  as  the  best.  That  doesn't  make 
sense  to  an  apple  knocker  like  me,  Chet. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  TO 

Some  days  I  feel  so  radical  that  I  wish  the  paper 
shortage  would  force  us  all  to  do  away  completely 
with  white  space  in  ads,  and  make  us  put  everything 
into  straight  reading  matter  form.  That  might  make 
us  see  that  it  is  only  the  inherent  interest  of  the  story 
that  counts,  and  that  all  the  beautiful  art  work,  trick 
layouts,  and  typographical  styling  in  the  world  won't 
make  an  advertising  sow's  ear  into  a  silk  purse. 

Thursday  .  .  .  November  11 

Interviewed  a  gushing  young  thing  who  wanted  a 
job  because  she  "just  loved  to  write."  If  she  had  said 
"loved  to  have  written '  I  might  have  thought  she 
knew  what  she  was  talking  about.  But  nobody  really 
loves  to  write,  because  writing  is  thinking;  and 
thinking  is  the  most  loathsome  form  of  work. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  12 

Senator  Truman's  speech  before  the  Western 
Council  of  the  Four  A's  was  a  good  example  of  how 
an  open-minded  man  can  educate  himself  when  he 
really  gets  down  to  it.  But,  Lord,  how  painful  it  is  to 
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sit  through  these  voyages  of  discoveryl  I  wonder  how 
the  Senator  would  like  to  have  me  bone  up  on  the 
pohtical  theory  behind  Congressional  investigations, 
and  then  take  the  time  of  his  conmiittee  to  expound 
it. 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  13 

Talked  with  a  shrewd  observer  of  editorial  ma- 
terial who  thinks  that  the  dullest  part  of  most  news- 
papers is  their  business  sections.  He  thinks  they 
could  be  as  exciting  as  the  sports  pages,  if  their  edi- 
tors could  only  see  the  personalities  and  competitive 
struggles  behind  the  business  statistics.  And  where, 
he  asks,  is  the  columnist  who  has  done  for  the  busi- 
ness pages  what  Pegler,  Runyan,  Kieran  et  al.  did 
for  sports? 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  14 

Took  my  Airedale  for  an  after-dark  stroll,  and  had 
him  leave  me  with  rocket  gun  suddenness  for  an  al- 
falfa field  which  we  were  skirting.  Heard  a  Hght  pat- 
ter of  hoof  beats  in  the  night,  and  raised  my  flash- 
light just  in  time  to  see  five  graceful  deer  go  over 
the  stone  wall  and  up  a  hillside.  Marked  the  spot  as 
'Unrationed  Point." 

Monday  .  .  .  November  15 

Not  long  ago  I  recorded  here  some  observations 
on  the  sensitivity  of  Congressmen  to  small  town 
newspapers.  The  Bankhead  bill,  appropriating  $15,- 
000,000  of  the  taxpayers'  money  for  advertising 
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handouts  to  such  papers,  proves  the  point.  One  Sen- 
ator who  voted  for  this  racket  admitted  privately 
that  it  was  all  wrong,  but  said  he  couldn't  withstand 
the  pressure  from  Qiese  small  papers  in  his  state. 
The  pubHshers  who  are  back  of  this  pressure  are  do- 
ing advertising  a  great  disservice  in  promoting  its 
use  by  government  on  this  pohtical  basis.  And  doing 
themselves  a  great  disservice,  too,  in  the  unfavor- 
able attention  they  are  attracting  among  legitimate 
advertisers. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  16 

I  have  recently  had  an  opportunity  to  note  the  re- 
sults from  two  campaigns— one  in  newspapers  and 
one  in  magazines— where  the  advertisers  have  been 
persuaded  to  stick  to  one  theme  and  one  style  of 
presentation  for  more  than  two  years.  There  is  evi- 
dence in  each  case  that  the  impact  of  the  advertis- 
ing on  its  pubHc  has  steadily  increased  in  force.  We 
too  often  underestimate  the  value  of  such  continuity. 
Advertisers  who  wouldn't  think  of  changing  a  radio 
personahty,  or  the  product  personality  projected 
through  a  package,  will  switch  their  printed  adver- 
tising personality  so  often  that  nobody  has  a  chance 
to  feel  intimate  with  them. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  17 

Had  an  evening  of  good  talk  with  a  man  who  has 
undertaken  one  of  the  most  interesting  assignments 
I  ever  heard  of.  He  is  out  to  explore,  for  a  distin- 
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guished  group,  how  the  processes  of  invention  and 
discovery  are  speeded  up  or  retarded  in  a  modem 
society.  In  essence,  this  is  to  determine  what  pro- 
duces the  largest  number  of  creative  men,  and  what 
encoiu-ages  them  to  function.  He  can  range  far  and 
deep  on  that  one— as  our  conversation  did. 

Thursday  .  .  .  November  18 

One  of  the  questions  which  came  up  in  my  friend's 
conversation  last  night  was  whether  the  really  big 
corporations  remain  creative,  or  whether  they  tend 
to  get  "sot  in  their  ways."  Had  an  experience  in  point 
today,  which  I  hope  was  not  typical.  For  months  I 
have  been  trying  to  make  one  very  large  corporation 
see  the  potential  in  one  sidehne  of  their  business. 
This  afternoon  I  was  told  that  their  directors  admit 
that  the  possibilities  are  probably  there,  but  have 
decided  to  hope  that  somebody  else  will  develop 
them.  Too  tired,  it  seems,  to  do  it  themselves.  Yet  I 
have  heard  the  same  men  damn  the  New  Dealer 
who  contends  that  business  will  no  longer  do  the 
risk-taking  that  a  dynamic  society  must  have. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  19 

It  was  Herbert  Spencer,  I  think,  who  told  of  the 
consternation  with  which  an  EngHsh  reform  organ- 
ization received  the  news  that  Parhament  had  passed 
a  bill  for  which  it  had  fought  for  twenty  years  or  so. 
That  left  the  organization  with  nothing  to  do  and 
nowhere  to  go.  We  are  due  to  see  the  same  phe- 
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nomenon  in  many  war  agencies,  public  and  private, 
and  their  eflForts  toward  self -perpetuation  will  be  in- 
structive and  amusing  to  watch.  They  ought  to  get  in 
touch  with  the  Association  of  Trade  Association  Ex- 
ecutives, whose  members  are  experts  in  devising 
fresh  issues  worth  fighting  for. 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  20 

Ran  into  Ed  Noble,  the  Life  Savers  king  and  Blue 
Network  mogul.  As  soon  as  the  war  is  over  I  would 
like  to  see  Ed  given  a  contract  to  operate  the  United 
States  Government.  He  would  have  us  out  of  the  red 
in  no  time. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  21 

Some  years  ago,  at  a  dinner  in  England,  I  sat  next 
to  a  man  who  conducted  a  successful  children's  pro- 
gram on  the  BBC.  In  the  course  of  the  evening  I  dis- 
covered that  he  was  also  a  baronet,  an  archaeologist, 
and  the  author  of  a  history  of  India— the  kind  of 
range  one  so  often  finds  among  educated  EngHsh- 
men.  Browsing  through  my  bookshelves  this  after- 
noon I  ran  across  the  copy  of  his  history  which  he 
had  sent  me,  and  for  the  first  time  felt  an  inclination 
to  read  it.  Found  it  a  scholarly  performance  which  il- 
lustrated why  we  are  sometimes  handicapped  in 
dealing  with  EngHshmen  on  world  affairs. 

Monday  .  .  .  November  22 
Attended  a  meeting  to  discuss  what  could  be  done 
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to  defeat  the  Bankhead  bill.  Some  there  thought  it 
had  gone  so  far  in  Congress  that  any  fight  was  hope- 
less, and  we  were  bound  to  be  licked;  therefore 
nothing  should  be  done.  This  bill  has  in  it  the  seeds 
of  destruction  for  the  whole  advertising  and  pub- 
lishing industry  as  we  know  it,  and  if  we  take  it  lying 
down  we  shall  deserve  it.  Even  its  passage  by  the 
Senate  need  not  be  taken  as  final  there.  I  once  had 
the  pleasure  of  helping  raise  such  a  stink  about  a  bill 
that  had  been  so  passed  that  it  was  recalled  for  an- 
other vote  and  killed. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  23 

Running  through  an  old  book  on  English  compo- 
sition I  came  across  the  ancient  schoolmaster's  in- 
junction: 
*'And  don't  confound  the  language  of  the  nation 
With  long-tailed  words  in  osity  and  ation" 
With  a  change  from  "language"  to  "the  people  of  the 
nation"  this  might  well  be  posted  in  every  copy  crib. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  November  24 

In  from  the  farm  came  His  Majesty  the  Gobbler, 
fattened  to  a  full  twenty  pounds  of  double  breasted 
perfection.  The  butcher  who  undertook  to  dress  him 
for  the  basting  pan  nearly  cried  when  he  parted 
with  him,  and  made  several  sly  suggestions  of  a 
black  market  character.  But  I  lugged  him  home 
again  hke  any  Pilgrim  Father,  and  tucked  him  away 
in  the  cooler  along  with  the  bottle  of  Berncastler 
Doktor  designed  to  wash  him  down. 

239 


Thursday  .  .  .  November  25 

For  my  sins  in  putting  off  the  evil  day  I  had  to 
spend  most  of  this  Thanksgiving  one  preparing  for  a 
speech  whose  delivery  date  is  almost  upon  me. 
Every  year,  on  New  Year's  Day,  I  highly  resolve 
that  I  will  indulge  no  more  in  this  futile  sport.  Then 
somebody  catches  me  in  a  weak  and  vain  moment, 
and  I  fall.  The  time  required  for  such  auto-intoxicat- 
ing exercises  is  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  benefits 
conferred  or  received. 

Friday  .  .  .  November  26 

All  week  I  have  been  entertained  by  the  nimble 
verbal  gymnastics  of  the  reporters,  columnists,  and 
editorial  writers  in  dealing  with  what  is  called  "the 
forthcoming  Big  Three  conference."  If  anybody  ever 
succeeded  in  making  love  without  mentioning  love 
these  fellows  have.  And  now  Time  outdoes  the  Book 
of  Revelations  with  its  featured  summary  of  the 
headlines  of  the  week  on  this  subject. 

Saturday  .  .  .  November  27 

Talked  with  a  man  who  has  spent  the  past  couple 
of  years  in  psychological  warfare  imits,  first  with  the 
EngHsh  and  latterly  with  us.  Asked  him  if  he  felt  he 
had  learned  anything  for  advertising  from  the  peo- 
ple in  this  field.  He  said,  on  the  contrary,  that  adver- 
tising people  were  able  to  teach  more  than  they 
could  learn  in  this  work;  and  thought  that  the  Eng- 
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lish  had  been  more  willing  to  recognize  this  than  we 
had  been. 

Sunday  .  .  .  November  28 

It  won't  be  long  now  before  we  shall  be  hear- 
ing of  advertisers  and  industries  that  are  interested 
again  in  expanding  the  total  consumption  for  their 
type  of  product.  We  have  many  case  histories  to 
prove  how  advertising  can  do  this  kind  of  job,  and 
we  know  pretty  well  how  to  go  about  it.  But  I  won- 
der if  we  in  advertising  know  as  much  as  we  might 
about  pricing  as  a  major  element  in  the  elasticity  of 
demand.  For  what  kinds  of  products  would  a  lower 
unit  price  and  a  lower  unit  advertising  expenditure 
produce  both  more  sales  and  more  advertising?  For 
what  kinds  does  a  lower  unit  price  hurt  the  product's 
standing  with  the  pubhc? 

Monday  .  .  .  November  29 

Now  the  Department  of  Commerce  comes  along 
with  the  same  suggestion  recently  made  here,  name- 
ly, that  many  advertisements  could  be  cut  down  in 
size  without  loss  in  efficiency,  and  important  paper 
savings  thus  made.  This  Department  has  been  a 
good  friend  to,  and  an  intelligent  observer  of,  adver- 
tising, so  this  is  no  New  Deal  flanking  movement. 
Now,  also,  I  get  a  letter  on  this  subject  from  Roy 
Washburn,  long-time  agency  art  director  who,  as  a 
major  in  the  Army  air  forces,  has  been  helping  pre- 
pare their  printed  instruction  material.  He  says  fliey 
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have  learned  to  get  amazing  results  under  space  re- 
strictions that  would  make  most  art  directors  throw 
up  their  hands.  As  the  bum  said  to  the  barkeep, 
"the  way  to  sell  more  beer  is  to  sell  less  foam." 

Tuesday  .  .  .  November  30 

In  the  earher  days  of  advertising  so  much  space 
was  kept  sold  on  the  plea  that  the  advertiser  must 
look  only  for  "cumulative  results,"  that  the  phrase 
finally  became  one  for  derision.  But  it  is,  in  fact,  if 
properly  imderstood,  an  exact  description  of  the 
way  in  which  most  advertising  works.  Even  in  suc- 
cessful mail  order  advertising  the  direct  and  imme- 
diate results  from  a  given  advertisement  are  often 
not  sujBBcient  to  cover  costs  and  show  a  profit.  But  if 
the  advertising  and  the  product  make  customers  who 
will  repeat,  the  volume  eventually  accumulated  will 
bring  the  advertiser  out  with  a  profit  on  the  opera- 
tion. The  length  of  time  required  for  this  will  de- 
pend very  largely  on  (a)  how  many  new  customers 
each  ad  starts;  (b)  what  percentage  of  these  will  re- 
peat; and  (c)  what  the  natural  rate  of  consumption 
and  repurchase  is  for  the  product  involved.  For  some 
very  slowly  or  occasionally  consumed  products  you 
really  need  to  have  had  your  grandfather  start  the 
business. 
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December^  1943 


Wednesday  .  .  .  December  7 

Sat  in  on  a  powwow  between  two  men  who  were 
on  opposite  sides  of  a  rather  touchy  controversial  is- 
sue. The  discussions  started  in  an  atmosphere  of  sus- 
picion and  antagonism,  but  ended  in  friendliness 
and  mutual  respect— even  though  there  was  still  dis- 
agreement on  the  issue.  This  was  due  entirely  to  the 
fact  that  the  man  on  one  side  had  two  great  quah- 
ties:  complete  candor  and  unquenchable  good  hu- 
mor. You  can't  beat  them  in  a  negotiator. 


Thursday  .  .  .  December  2 

What  this  country  needs  more  of  is  guys  that  will 
get  up  in  meeting  and  shout  "Nonsensel"  So  when 
George  Wright  of  Baltimore  did  just  that  about  an 
item  recently  recorded  here  I  was  glad  to  learn  there 
was  another  stout  fellow  in  the  house.  Still,  I  hope 
you  will  permit  me  a  little  exaggeration  now  and 
then,  George.  It  is  such  a  comfort  to  write  some  copy 
that  won't  be  viewed  with  an  FTC  squint. 
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Friday  .  .  .  December  3 

Tonight  I  read  an  article  by  Dorothy  Thompson 
in  the  current  issue  of  Life  which  I  am  going  to  clip 
for  my  files  of  advertising  literature.  It  deals  with 
the  problem  of  what  our  treatment  of  a  defeated 
Germany  is  to  be.  But  it  exhibits  more  clearly  and 
dramatically  than  anything  else  I  can  recall  at  the 
moment  how  completely  Qie  actions  of  people  are 
determined  by  the  ideas  they  hold;  and  how  without 
an  idea  to  be  loyal  to,  their  lives  produce  chaos.  For 
people  whose  job  is  essentially  the  implanting  of 
ideas— but  who  sometimes  forget  it— this  article  is 
good  red  meat. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  4 

Brought  in  from  the  farm  a  huge  packing  case, 
full  of  home-canned  peaches,  pears,  plums,  apricots, 
and  cherries— sweet  and  soiu:— and  stored  them  away 
in  our  city  pantry.  I  don  t  know  whether  such  an  op- 
eration is  economical,  as  compared  with  buying  the 
fine  products  of  the  California  packers,  but  I  do 
know  that  it  yields,  in  Eddie  Guest's  words,  **a  heap 
of  Hving.**  The  pleasure  I  had  in  raising  and  picking 
these  fruits,  and  that  my  wife  had  in  canning  them, 
might  not  lend  itself  to  grade  labeling,  but  there's  a 
lot  of  it  in  every  jar. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  5 

A  friend  of  mine  wanted  a  velocipede  for  her 
yoimg  daughter,  but  there  were  none  on  the  market. 
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I  suggested  a  want  ad  which  got  her  a  perfectly 
good  one,  second  hand.  Today  I  found  in  an  antique 
shop  that  was  open  for  Sunday  morning  strollers 
just  the  child's  workbench  and  tools  I  had  been 
looking  for  as  a  gift  for  a  small  boy.  I  wonder  if  one 
more  brake  on  inflation  couldn't  be  fashioned  by  an 
organized  effort  to  increase  second-hand  trading 
in  short  goods.  Maybe  local  war  bond  committees 
could  run  a  White  Elephant  shop  where  all  the 
transactions  were  payable  in  stamps  and  bonds. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  6 

Had  lunch  with  a  group  of  university  people  who 
were  debating  what  business  subjects,  if  any,  should 
be  included  in  their  curriculum.  We  were  all  agreed 
that  the  objective  of  a  university  education  should 
be  a  trained  and  Hberal  mind,  and  that  this  is  a  more 
valuable  business  asset  than  any  smattering  of  busi- 
ness knowledge.  But  most  of  us  also  thought  it  pos- 
sible to  teach  any  subject— including  business  ones 
—in  a  way  which  does  liberate  and  train  the  mind, 
provided  the  right  man  be  found  to  teach  it!  There's 
the  rub. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  7 

A  while  ago  I  wrote  a  little  mail  order  ad  for  a 
man  who  has  spent  a  lot  of  money  for  space,  but  sel- 
dom in  ways  from  which  he  could  see  direct  results. 
When  he  counted  up  the  dollars  from  this  Httle  ven- 
ture he  said:  *'It  really  makes  you  believe  in  adver- 
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tising,  doesn't  it?*'  Hie  advertising  writer  who  has 
come  up  through  this  hard  school  of  mail  order  key 
sheets  does  have  this  conviction.  He  knows  that  ad- 
vertising can  sell;  and  he  knows  that  how  you  do  it 
does  make  a  whale  of  a  difference.  His  danger 
is  that  he  won  t  go  on  from  there,  and  carry  that 
knowledge  and  conviction  into  the  sale  of  ideas 
about  products,  which,  when  they  gain  mass  ac- 
ceptance, may  determine  the  habits  of  the  nation. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  8 

Talked  with  a  big-advertiser-in-a-hurry.  His  post- 
war business  situation  is  likely  to  be  a  most  complex 
one,  yet  he  had  the  idea  that  any  good  agency  ought 
to  be  able  to  sit  down  and  pull  advertising  rabbits 
out  of  the  hat  almost  overnight.  The  fact  that  some 
agencies  had  pretended  to  do  so  in  speculative  so- 
licitations encouraged  him  in  this  notion.  Yet  he 
wouldn't  think  of  making  a  comparable  expenditure 
for  plant  facihties  without  months  of  careful  archi- 
tectural and  engineering  preparations. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  9 

It  seems  probable  that  the  reading  habit  is  less 
well  estabhshed  among  big  business  executives,  and 
especially  sales  executives,  than  with  any  other  part 
of  our  alert  population.  Being  largely  skimmers  of 
printed  matter  themselves,  it  is  hard  for  them  to  ac- 
cept adequate  amounts  of  "copy"  in  their  printed  ad- 
vertising. They  will  often  accept  without  question 
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two  hundred  words  of  selling  in  a  radio  commercial, 
and  gag  over  fifty  words  in  print.  This  is,  perhaps, 
the  biggest  single  handicap  under  which  printed  ad- 
vertising labors  today. 

_  Friday  .  .  .  December  10 

Went  into  a  big  women's  wear  store  to  get  my  wife 
a  neghgee  for  Christmas.  Found  myself  in  a  mob  of 
saleswomen,  svelte  models,  and  lady  customers,  with 
here  and  there  another  unhappy  oaf  hke  myself.  Es- 
caped with  the  garment  and  a  new  simile:  As  self- 
conscious  as  a  man  in  a  lingerie  shop. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  11 

A  big  corporation,  in  which  I  happen  to  own  a 
Uttle  stock,  sends  me  a  proxy  to  sign,  empowering 
the  management  to  vote  my  stock  at  their  annual 
meeting.  Upon  examining  an  accompanying  state- 
ment I  find  that  they  propose  to  re-elect  a  board  of 
directors  made  up  entirely  of  officers  and  employes, 
some  of  whom  own  no  stock  at  all,  and  the  total  of 
whose  holdings  is  less  than  1%  of  the  stock  outstand- 
ing. I  have  no  reason  to  doubt  either  the  honesty  or 
efficiency  of  this  management,  but  it  would  sit  a  lot 
better  with  me  if  a  few  of  their  board  members  were 
men  of  public  standing,  not  beholden  to  the  man- 
agement for  their  jobs. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  12 
Eric  Johnston  of  the  U.  S.  Chamber  of  Conmaerce 
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has  recently  highlighted  the  divergence  of  views  be- 
tween many  EngHsh  and  American  business  inter- 
ests over  the  place  of  private  enterprise  in  the  post- 
war world.  Apparently  he  was  shocked  at  the  ac- 
ceptance which  he  f oimd  in  England  for  the  cartel 
idea.  To  refresh  my  memory  on  this  silent  revolu- 
tion which  has  been  taking  place  in  EngHsh  business 
ever  since  World  War  I,  this  afternoon  I  got  out  and 
started  to  reread  Professor  Arthur  Lucas*  book  about 
it:  **Industrial  Reconstruction  and  the  Control  of 
Competition." 

Monday  .  .  .  December  13 

Anybody  who  remembers  the  furious  spending  of 
advertising  money  in  1920,  and  the  cold  douche  of 
1921,  is  bound  to  shake  his  head  now  and  then  over 
the  present  indifference  to  the  dollar  sign.  Appro- 
priations, salaries,  and  collateral  expenditures  of 
every  sort  are  now  being  tossed  about  in  a  sort  of 
gay  abandonment  of  ordinary  business  prudence. 
Even  Treasurers  talk  about  "ten  cent  dollars,**  and 
economy  is  the  most  imappeahng  word  in  the  dic- 
tionary. But  sad  will  be  the  cold,  gray  dawn  of  the 
morning  after. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  14 

One  of  the  nice  distinctions  to  be  made  between 
products  is  as  to  which  can  profit  from  a  background 
of  social  prestige,  and  which  need  the  coloration  of 
authority.  Some  writers  have  suggested  that  any 
product  used  in  public  can  profit  from  social  pres- 
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tige,  and  any  product  used  in  private  cannot.  But 
this  breaks  down  when  one  considers,  respectively, 
a  lawn  mower  and  a  cold  cream.  A  safer  rule  seems 
to  be  that  if  the  product  is  used  in  public  in  relation 
to  one's  social  status;  or  if  it  is  used  in  private  as  part 
of  the  intimate  expression  of  personality;  then  its  so- 
cial standing  will  be  influential.  If,  like  the  lawn 
mower,  it  is  used  in  public  for  purely  utilitarian  pur- 
poses; or,  like  a  dentifrice,  is  used  in  private  without 
relation  to  the  dreams  of  personality;  then  the  au- 
thoritative endorsement  becomes  more  potent. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  15 

Dined  with  an  English  army  oflBcer  who  has  re- 
cently come  here  to  do  a  job  coordinating  some  of 
their  and  our  activities,  in  preparation  for  the  big 
push.  Asked  him  what  was  happening  in  England 
since  so  many  of  our  people  were  overrunning  the 
place.  He  said  our  men  were  getting  along  nicely, 
but  that  the  English  were  getting  fed  so  much  Spam 
they  were  getting  sick  of  seeing  it,  and  he  believed 
the  overdosage  of  this  one  food  was  rapidly  becom- 
ing the  chief  strain  on  Anglo-American  relations. 

Thursday  ,  .  .  December  16 

Received  with  pleasure  from  a  friend  in  that  busi- 
ness two  bottles  of  California  wines.  This  led  me  to 
reflect,  with  some  amusement,  upon  the  natural  his- 
tory of  the  ideas  which  I  have  held  from  time  to  time 
about  alcoholic  beverages,  and  how  these  ideas 
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have  influenced  my  consumption  of  such  products. 
In  my  youth,  I  was  taught  that  only  whisky  (mean- 
ing Boiurbon)  was  a  gentleman's  drink.  Beer  was 
German  and  vulgar.  Gin  was  "nigger  poison.'*  And 
wine  (along  with  women  and  song)  was  an  ingredi- 
ent of  debauchery.  Such  deeply  implanted,  paro- 
chial notions  were  only  slowly  changed  by  many 
different  kinds  of  experience.  Tlie  last  to  go  was  the 
one  about  wine,  which  in  the  end  yielded  to  Euro- 
pean Hving.  But  this  in  turn  planted  in  me  a  fancy 
for  myself  as  a  vintage  connoisseur,  which  made  me 
sniff  at  our  domestic  blends.  Only  recently  did  I  be- 
gin to  learn  how  really  good  some  of  these  domestic 
wines  are.  Still,  not  quite  as  good  as  that  bottle  of 
Chateau  Lafite  1929  which  I  had  last  night. 

Friday  ,  .  .  December  17 

Listened  to  a  presentation  of  the  plans  made  by 
the  Treasury  for  advertising  and  selhng  activities  in 
the  forthcoming  bond  drive.  These  Treasury  people 
have  certainly  learned  how  to  conduct  these  drives 
with  all  the  skill  of  a  revivalist  getting  sinners  to  hit 
the  sawdust  trail.  But  there  is  bound  to  be  a  heap  of 
backshding  from  such  pressure  peaks.  To  keep  these 
bonds  sold  the  Treasury  will  perhaps  have  to  learn 
also  how  the  chiurches  keep  the  sinners  in  the 
straight  and  narrow  path. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  18 

Chico  McGillicuddy  came  home  today,  after  two 
weeks  in  a  dog  hospital.  He  was  waiting  for  me  at 
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the  door  when  I  came  in  tonight.  If  I  could  be  sure 
that  he  would  be  waiting  at  the  Pearly  Gates  to 
greet  me  with  the  same  frantic  joy,  I  would  try 
harder  to  insure  my  arrival  there. 

Sunday  .  .  .  December  19 

A  Sunday  in  the  city  is  my  idea  of  a  little  comer 
in  purgatory.  I  eat  too  much,  exercise  too  little,  and 
fudge  the  homework  I  know  I  ought  to  do.  Spent 
most  of  this  one  lying  on  my  back  reading  an  18th 
century  novel,  and  went  to  bed  in  a  vile  humor. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  20 

That  title  "Life  Begins  At  Forty"  is  a  good  one  to 
remember  when  looking  for  able  men  these  days. 
There  is  more  to  it  than  the  fact  that  such  men  are 
draft-free.  With  most  men  forty  is  the  end  of  one 
cycle  and  the  beginning  of  another.  It  is  one  of  Na- 
ture's own  periods  of  review  and  readjustment,  when 
a  man  is  likely  to  be  casting  about  for  ways  to  make 
reahty  come  closer  to  his  dreams.  At  this  period  even 
men  who  seem  to  be  well  set  in  their  jobs  are  sus- 
ceptible to  suggestions  for  change. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  21 

One  of  my  Washington  scouts  reports  that  the 
Bankhead  bill  is  far  from  dead;  and  that  its  propo- 
nents have  been  very  active  among  Congressmen  in 
the  past  week.  As  soon  as  Congress  reassembles  an 
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eflFort  will  be  made  to  get  the  bill  out  of  committee 
and  onto  the  floor  of  the  House,  where  the  political 
influence  of  the  small-town  press  can  be  used  to  put 
Congressmen  on  the  spot.  The  publishers  of  these 
papers  appear  to  have  a  mistaken  notion  that  by 
demonstrating  their  great  pohtical  influence  they  are 
going  to  prove  an  equally  strong  advertising  influ- 
ence. They  do  not  seem  to  understand  that  the  buy- 
ing judgment  of  advertisers  is  formed  in  quite  differ- 
ent ways  from  the  political  fears  of  Congressmen. 

Wednesdajy  .  .  .  December  22 

All  products  and  all  ideas  are  salable  only  as  they 
flow  with  the  tides  of  thought  and  feeling  which  are 
surging  through  a  given  society.  Because  the  forces 
which  create  these  tides  are  more  powerful  than  ad- 
vertising, it  is  futile  for  us  to  run  counter  to  them. 
Thus  when,  as  now,  money  has  ceased  to  hold  its 
normal  values,  economy  is  a  weak  theme.  For  the  ad 
man,  as  for  the  politician,  the  abihty  to  sense  the 
rise  and  fall  of  these  tides  is  vital;  and  techniques 
which  will  aid  him  in  doing  this  are  something  he 
should  develop  as  part  of  his  standard  equipment. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  23 

In  addition  to  all  the  great  blessings  of  Peace,  I 
am  hungering  for  one  tiny  personal  one.  Blessed  will 
be  the  day  when  advertisers  are  through  with  tone 
poems  and  cathedral  chimes— with  shooting  arrows 
into  the  air  that  fall  to  earth  I  know  not  where— and 
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are  willing  to  let  my  pencil  get  back  to  good,  honest 
merchandise  selling. 

Friday  ,  ,  .  December  24 

Glad  to  receive  as  a  Christmas  greeting  a  copy  of 
"The  Forgotten  Man  s  Almanac,"  made  up  from  the 
salty  observations  of  that  great  student  of  society, 
William  Graham  Sumner.  Simmer's  whole  viewpoint 
was  the  very  antithesis  of  the  New  Dealers*,  and  one 
of  the  sorriest  of  the  many  intellectual  tricks  in- 
dulged in  by  these  gentlemen  was  the  appropriation 
of  Sumner's  "Forgotten  Man"  phrase,  and  its  appH- 
cation  to  the  last  group  he  ever  meant  it  to  indi- 
cate. No  pseudo-scientific  campaign  of  any  adver- 
tiser ever  beat  that  one  for  trickery. 

Saturday  .  .  .  December  25 

No  matter  how  able  a  man  may  be  financially  to 
gratify  his  fancies;  no  matter  how  much  he  seems  to 
have  "everything";  there  are  always  some  things  he 
won  t  buy  for  himself.  These  may  be  articles  of  per- 
sonal adornment  or  indulgence,  but  more  often  they 
are  gadgets  related  to  a  hobby.  These  are  the  things 
he  is  always  hoping  to  find  among  the  packages  un- 
der the  Christmas  tree,  and  just  one  of  them,  irre- 
spective of  its  cost,  will  outshine  all  the  conven- 
tional presents.  It  shows  that  somebody  has  observed 
him  closely  enough,  and  sympathetically  enough  to 
penetrate  to  his  secret  desires.  (Women's  pubhca- 
tions  please  copy.) 
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Sunday  ,  .  .  December  26 

As  another  year  begins  its  closing  lines,  and  a  new 
one  stands  off-stage,  I  am  reminded  that  it  is  not 
easy  to  keep  the  past  and  future  in  perspective.  In 
our  simple  ways  we  ad  men  often  show  it.  Some  who 
apply  to  me  for  jobs  bring  along  huge  scrapbooks 
of  all  the  work  they  have  ever  done,  and  all  the  pub- 
licity they  have  received.  These  always  seem  to  me 
a  httle  hke  Fred  Allen's  backward-flying  bird— not 
so  interested  in  where  they  are  going  as  in  where 
they  have  been.  Other  apphcants— the  largest  num- 
ber—have to  scurry  about  to  gather  up  any  records 
of  their  work;  seeming  thereby  to  be  Hving  just  from 
day  to  day.  Still  others— very  rare— have  carefully 
kept  case  histories  of  ads  that  have  worked  and  ads 
that  have  not;  thus  showing  that  sense  of  history 
which  makes  the  past  the  instructor  of  the  future 
that  it  ought  to  be. 

Monday  .  .  .  December  27 

The  farmer  who  said  he  didn't  need  a  farm  paper 
because  he  aheady  knew  how  to  farm  better  than 
he  did  was  speaking  for  all  of  us.  The  great  gap  be- 
tween knowledge  and  action  is  the  point  at  which 
advertising  men  often  find  themselves  in  conflict 
with  others  who  would  influence  the  public.  High- 
minded  government  servants,  for  instance,  think  if 
they  could  only  get  enough  space  devoted  to  ex- 
plaining the  dangers  of  inflation,  or  the  rules  of  good 
nutrition,  or  what  not,  that  the  job  would  be  done. 
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The  ad  man  knows  that  to  get  the  action  desired  he 
often  has  to  do  something  quite  different  from  dis- 
seminating somid  information;  may,  in  fact,  have  to 
find  his  way  in  through  the  weaknesses  of  people 
rather  than  through  their  strengths.  The  Federal 
Trade  Commission  might  well  ponder  this  fact. 

Tuesday  .  .  .  December  28 

The  areas  in  which  it  is  hardest  to  get  action  out 
of  human  beings  are  those  where  either  the  rewards 
for  action,  or  the  punishment  for  failure  to  act,  are 
remote.  We  all  know  that  we  ought  to  do  such  things 
as  making  a  will,  seeing  our  dentist  every  six  months, 
eating  a  balanced  diet,  etc.,  but  the  pay-off,  either 
good  or  bad,  is  too  distant  to  spur  us.  In  such  cases 
one  of  the  functions  of  advertising  is  to  dramatize 
that  postponed  good  or  evil,  as  the  church  does 
Heaven  and  Hell,  in  Order  to  rouse  the  sinners  to 
action.  And  churchmen  tell  me  that  of  the  two  the 
fires  of  Hell  get  the  best  results. 

Wednesday  .  .  .  December  29 

George  Horace  Lorimer,  in  his  great  days,  used  to 
say  that  he  edited  the  S,E,P,  for  young  men  who 
were  interested  in  just  two  things:  how  to  get  on  in 
the  world;  and  how  to  find  the  right  girl  to  get  on 
with.  This  week's  issue  seems  to  say,  in  its  editorial 
content,  that  Pvt.  Wilhe  GiUis  is  still  interested  in 
the  right  girl,  but  that  he  has  learned  that  getting 
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on  in  the  world  involves  a  good  deal  more  than  the 
formula  of  the  old  American  success  story. 

Thursday  .  .  .  December  30 

Speaking  of  the  5.i?.P.  reminds  me  of  the  days  when 
its  pubhshers  used  to  make  marked  contributions  to 
the  advancement  of  advertising— not  only  by  pub- 
lishing basic  marketing  data,  but  by  suggesting  im- 
provements in  the  art  of  visual  presentation,  such  as 
the  use  of  two  colors,  and  layouts  for  two  pages  fac- 
ing. It  seems  strange  that  no  owners  of  printed  media 
have  carried  forward  work  in  this  field,  especially 
when  auditory  methods  are  making  such  competi- 
tive gains.  A  tithe  of  what  the  magazine  pubUshers 
spend  in  promotion  would  go  a  long  way  toward 
uncovering  new  and  more  effective  methods  of 
transferring  ideas  through  the  eye.  A  compilation, 
alone,  of  what  the  Army  has  learned  from  its  train- 
ing films  would  be  highly  instructive.  To  make 
printed  advertising  pay  the  advertiser  better  is  one 
good  way  to  sell  it. 

Friday  .  .  .  December  31 

New  Year's  Eve  is  a  time  for  nostalgia,  as  I  was 
reminded  upon  hearing  Hildegarde  sing  *'The  Last 
Time  I  Saw  Paris."  There  is  only  one  line  in  that 
song  which  I  would  amend.  I,  too,  recall  that  the 
last  time  I  saw  Paris  her  heart  was  young  and  gay— 
and  no  matter  how  she  shortchanged  me,  Til  re- 
member her  that  way. 
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Jim  Young  (as  he  is  usually  called)  was  born  on 
the  sunny  side  of  the  Ohio  River,  at  Covington, 
Kentucky,  January  20,  1886.  His  mother  was  a 
daughter  of  the  Confederacy,  and  his  father  a  north 
of  Ireland  man  who  in  his  youth  had  gone  steam- 
boating  on  the  "western  waters,"  served  in  the  Union 
Army's  transports,  and  eventually  settled  down  in 
the  insurance  business  in  Cincinnati. 

In  those  days,  in  that  part  of  the  country,  a  boy 
was  praised  for  his  Horatio  Alger,  Jr.  ambition  if 
he  wanted  to  quit  school  and  go  to  work  at  an 
early  age.  So  this  one  got  himself  a  job  as  "cash 
boy"  in  a  Cincinnati  department  store  at  twelve, 
after  completing  the  fifth  grade.  A  few  months  later 
the  truant  officer  caught  up  with  him  and  sent  him 
back  to  school.  But  after  another  three  months  in  the 
sixth  grade  Young  had  a  chance  at  a  job  with  the 
Western  Methodist  Book  Concern  in  Cincinnati,  and 
thereafter  was  never  molested  by  the  pedagogs  — 
and  never  got  the  smell  of  printer's  ink  out  of  his 
nostrils. 

Here,  over  a  ten  year  period,  he  was,  respectively, 
office  boy,  magazine  mailer,  shipping  clerk,  stenog- 
rapher (after  a  night  course)  book  salesman,  and 
advertising   manager. 

For  one  year  in  here  he  tried  to  run  a  printing 
business  of  his  own,  along  with  "Red"  Dupree  and 
Bill  Groom,  but  had  to  go  back  to  the  Book  Concern 
to  get  enough  money  to  get  married  on. 

After  learning  how  to  sell  books  by  mail  to  Metho- 
dist ministers,  he  got  a  job  in  New  York  selling  them 
to  business  men  for  the  Ronald  Press  Company.  After 
a  couple  of  years  at  that,  he  went  to  Chicago  to  do 
the  same  thing  for  System  Magazine,  when  Arch 
Shaw  was  making  it  hum. 

He  was  with  System  when  Stanley  Resor  convinced 
him  that  the  advertising  agency  was  a  better  place 
for  his  talents  than  the  book  business.  So  in  191 2  he 
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